HANDBOUND 
AT  THE 


UNIVERSITY  OF 
TORONTO  PRESS 


THE 


w 


O     R     K      S 


■CTfM 


OF       THE 


ENGLISH     POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL    AND     CRITICAL, 

BY    SAMUEL   JOHNSON. 


VOLUME   THE    THIRTY-SECOND. 


LONDON 


PRINTED      BY      J.      DAVIS 


r  c^ 


FOR  J.  BUCKLAND,  J.  RIVINGTON  AND  SONS,  T.  PAY^'E  AND 
SON,  L.  DAVIS,  B.WHITE  AND  SON,  T.  LONGMAN,  B.  LAW, 
J.  DODSLEY,  H.  BALDWIN,  J.  ROBSON,  C.  DILLY,  T.  CADELL, 
J.  NICHOLS,  J.  JOHNSON,  G.  C.  J.  AND  J.  ROBINSON, 
R.  BALDWIN,  H.  L.  GARDNER,  P.  ELMSLY,  T.  EVANS, 
C.  NICOL,  LEICK  AND  SOTHEBY,  J.  BEW,  N.  CONANT, 
J.  MURRAY,  J.  5EWELL,  W.  GOLDSMITH,  W.  RICHARDSON, 
T.  VERNOR,  W.LOWNDES,  W.BENT,  W.  OTRIDGE,  T.  AND 
J.  EGERTON,  S.  HAYES,  R.  FAULDER,  J.EDWARDS,  G.AND 
T.  WILKIE,  W.  NICOLL,  OGILVY  AND  SPEARE,  SCATCHERD 
AND  WHITAKER,  W.  FOX,  C.  STALKER,  E.  ^'EWBERV.       I79O. 


THE 


THIRTY-SECOND    VOLUME 


OF       THE 


ENGLISH     POETS; 

CONTAINING 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S 

AND 

PART   OF  PRIOR'S  POEMS. 


Vol.  XXXII. 


THE 


O         R         M 


O    F 


JOHN       SHEFFIELD, 

DUKE    OF    BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 


"  Ncc  PhcEbo  gratior  ulla  eft 

"  Quam  fibi  qux  Vari  prxfciipfit  pagina  nomen." 


Vol.  XXXII.  B 


L 


THE      MEMORY      OF 
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THESE 
HIS   MORE    LASTING    REMAINS 

(THE  MONUMENT  OF  KIS  MIND,  AND  MORE 
PERFECT  IMAGE  OF  HIMSELF) 
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TESTIMONIES    of    AUTHORS 

CONCERNING 

HIS   GRACE   AND    HIS   WRITINGS. 

Earl  of  Roscommon,  Effay  on  Tranflated  Verfe. 
TT  A  P  P  Y  that  author  !   whofe  correft  eflay  * 
Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way. 

Dryden,  Abfalom  and  Acliitophcl. 
Sharp-judging  Adriel,  the  Mufes'  friend, 
Himfclf  a  Mufe — In  Sanhedrin's  debate, 
True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  flave  of  ilate. 

Dryden,  Verfes  to  Lord  Rofcommon. 
How  will  fweet  Ovid's  ghoft  be  pleas'd  to  hear 
His  fame  augmented  by  an  Englilh  peer  ? 
How  he  embellifhes  his  Helen's  love, 
Outdoes  in  foftnefs,  and  his  fenfe  improves. 

Dryden,  Preface  to  Virgil's  -^neis. 
«*  Your  EfTay  on  Poetr)-,  which  was  publilhed  witliout 
*'  a  name,  and  of  which  I  was  not  honoured  with  the 
"  confidence,  I  read  over  and  over  with  much  delight, 
"  and  as  much  inftruclion;  and,  without  flattering  you, 
"  or  making  myfelf  more  moral  than  I  am,  not  without 

*  Eflay  on  Poetry, 
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**  fome  envy.  I  was  loth  to  be  informed  how  an  epic 
**  poem  fhoiild  be  written,  or  how  a  tragedy  fhould  be 
**  contrived  and  managed  in  better  verfe,  and  with  more 
**  judgment,  than  I  could  teach  others. 

"  I  gave  the  unknown  author  his  due  commendation, 
**  I  maift  confefs ;  but  who  can  anfwer  for  me,  and  for 
*'  the  reft  of  the  poets  who  heard  me  read  the  poem, 
**  whether  we  fnould  not  have  been  better  pleafed  to  have 
*♦  feen  our  own  names  at  the  bottom  of  the  title-page  ? 
**  Perhaps  we  commended  it  the  more,  that  we  might 
*'  feem  to  be  above  the  cenfure,  &c." 

Dryden,  Ibid. 
**  This  is  but  doing  juftice  to  my  country,  part  of 
**  which  honour  will  refleft  on  your  lordfhip,  whofe 
*•  thoughts  are  always  juft,  your  numbers  harmonious, 
*'  your  words  chofen,  your  expreffions  ftrong  and  manly, 
'*  your  verfe  flowing,  and  your  turns  as  happy  as  they 
*'  are  eafy.  If  you  would  fet  us  more  copies,  your  ex- 
*'  ample  would  make  all  precepts  needlefs.  In  the 
*'  meantime,  tliat  little  you  have  writ  is  owned,  and 
*'  that  particularly  by  the  poets  (who  are  a  nation  not 
*'  over-la vifh  of  praife  to  their  contemporaries)  as  a  par- 
**  ticular  ornament  of  our  language  :  but  the  fweeteft: 
*«  eflences  .re  always  confined  in  the  fmalleft  glaffes." 

Dryden,  Dedication  to  Aurengzebe. 
How  great  and  manly  in  your  lordfhip  is  your  con- 
tempt of  popular  applaufe,  and  your  retired  virtue,  which 
ilvjnes  only  to  a  few,  with  whom  you  live  fo  eafily  and 

freely, 
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freely,  that  you  make  it  evident  you  have  a  foul  which 
IS  capable  of  all  the  tendemefs  of  friendfhip,  and  that 
you  only  retire  yourfclf  from  thofe  who  are  not  capable 
of  returning  it !  Your  kindnefs,  where  you  have  once 
placed  it,  is  inviolable  ;  and  it  is  to  that  only  I  attribute 
my  happinefs  in  your  love.  This  makes  me  more  eafily 
forfake  an  argument  on  which  I  could  otherwife  delight 
to  dwell ;  I  mean  your  judgment  in  your  choice  of 
friends,  becaufe  I  have  the  honour  to  be  one.  After 
which,  I  am  fure,  you  will  more  eafily  permit  me  to  be 
filent  in  the  care  you  have  taken  of  my  fortune,  which 
you  have  refcued,  not  only  from  the  power  of  others, 
but  from  my  worft  of  enemies,  my  own  modelly  and 
lazinefs  :  which  favour,  had  it  been  employed  on  a  more 
deferving  fubject,  had  been  an  effedl  of  jullice  in  your 
nature ;  but  as  placed  on  me,  is  only  charity.  Yet  withal 
it  is  conferred  on  fuch  a  man,  as  prefers  your  kindnefs 
itfelf  before  any  of  its  confequences ;  and  who  values, 
as  the  greateft  of  your  favours,  thofe  of  your  love,  and 
of  your  converfation.  From  this  conftancy  to  your 
friends  I  might  reafonably  aflume,  that  your  refentments 
woiJd  be  as  ftrong  and  lafting  if  they  were  not  retrained 
by  a  nobler  principle  of  good-nature  and  generofity  ;  for 
certainly  it  is  the  fame  compofition  of  mind,  the  fame 
refolution  and  courage,  which  makes  the  greateft  friend- 
fhips  and  the  greateft  enmities.  To  this  firmnefs  in  aJl 
your  aftions  (though  you  are  wanting  in  no  other  orna- 
ments of  mind  and  body,  yet  to  this)  I  principally 
afcribe  the  intereft  your  merits  have  acquired  you  in  the 
royal  family.  A  prince  who  is  conftant  to  himfelf,  and 
B  4  fteady 
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fteady  in  all  his  undertakings ;  one  with  whom  the 
charafter  of  Horace  will  agree  : 

*'  Si  fraftus  illabatur  orbls, 
"  Impavidum  ferient  ruinas." 

Such  a  one  cannot  but  place  an  efteem,  and  repofe  a  con» 
fidence  on  him  whom  no  adverfity,  no  change  of  courts, 
no  bribeiy  of  intereft,  or  cabal  of  faftions,  or  advantages 
of  fortune,  can  remove  from  the  folid  foundations  of 
honour  and  fidelity. 

*'  Ille  meos,  primus  qui  me  fibi  junxit,  amores 
"  Abftulit,  ille  habeat  fecum,  fervetque  fepulcro." 

How  well  your  lordfhip  will  deferve  that  praife,  I  need 
no  infpiration  to  foretel.  You  have  already  left  no  room 
for  prophecy  :  your  early  undertaVmgs  have  been  fuch, 
in  the  fervice  of  your  king  and  country,  when  you  offered 
yourfclf  to  the  moft  dangerous  employment,  that  of 
the  fca  ;  when  you  chofe  to  abandon  thofe  delights-to 
which  your  youth  and  fortune  did  invite  you,  to  undergo 
the  hazards,  and,  which  was  worfe,  the  company  of  com- 
mon feamcn  ;  that  you  have  made  it  evident  you  will 
Tchik  no  opportunity  of  rendering  yourfelf  ufeful  to 
ihe  nation,  when  either  your  courage  or  condudl  (hall 
be  required. 

Biihop  Burnet,  Preface  to  Sir  T.  More's  Utopia. 
Our  language  is  now  certainly  properer  and  more 
natural  than  it  was  formerly,  chiefly  fmce  the  corrediion 
that  was  given  by  the  Reheai^fal ;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped 

th;tt 
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that  the  Eflay  on  Poetr}-,  which  mny  be  well  matched 
with  the  befl  pieces  of  its  kind  that  even  Auguftus's  age 
produced,  will  have  a  more  powerful  operation,  if  clear 
fenfe,  joined  with  home  but  gentle  reproofs,  can  work 
more  on  our  writers  than  that  unmerciful  expofing  of 
them  has  done. 

Addison,  Spectator,  N**  253. 
We  have  three  poems  ir.  our  tongue,  which  are  of  the 
fame  nature,   and  each  of  them  a  maflcr-piece   in   its 
kind  :    the  lifTay  on  Tranflated  Vcrfe,  the   EfTay   on 
Poetry,  and  the  Eflay  on  Criticifm. 

Lord  Lansdownf.,  EfTay  on  Unnatural  Flights,  &o. 
Rofcommon  firft,  then  Mulgrave  rofe,  like  light, 
To  clear  our  darkncfs,  and  to  guide  our  flight : 
With  fteady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  founds. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  fet  us  bounds. 
The  Stag)-rite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
luform'd  by  them  we  need  no  foreign  guide  ; 
Who  feek  from  poetry-  a  lading  name, 
May  from  their  leflbns  learn  the  road  to  fame. 

Prior,  Alma,  Cant.  2. 
Happy  the  poet !   blcll  the  lays  ! 
Which  Buckingham  has  dcign'd  to  praife. 

Garth,  Difpenfary, 
Now  Tyber's  ftreams  no  courtly  Gallus  fee. 
Bat  frri'ding  Thames  enjoys  his  Normanby. 

Pope, 
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Pope,  Eflay  on  Criticifm. 
Yet  fome  there  were  among  the  founder  few. 
Of  thofe  who  lefs  prefum'd,  and  better  knew, 
Who  durft  aflert  the  j  lifter  ancient  caufe, 
And  here  reftor'd  Wit's  fundamental  laws  : 
Such  was  the  Mufe,  whofe  rvdes  and  pradlice  tell, 
*'  Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well." 

Pope,  Mifcellanies. 
Mufe,  'tis  enough  ;  at  length  thy  labour  ends. 
And  thou  fhalt  live,  for  Buckingham  commends. 
X,et  crowds  of  critics  now  my  verfe  afTail, 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  namelefs  numbers  rail : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain. 
Time,  health,  and  fortune,  are  not  loft  in  vain ; 
Sheffield  approves,  confenting  Phoebus  bends. 
And  I  and  Malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 
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POEMS 


BY       THE 


DUKE    OF    BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 


THE     TEMPLE     OF     DEATH. 

IN   IMITATION   OF  THE   FRENCH. 

TN  thofe  cold  climates,  where  the  fun  appears 
■^  Unwillingly,  and  hides  his  face  in  tears, 
A  difmal  vale  lies  in  a  defert  ifle, 
On  which  indidgent  heaven  did  never  fmile. 
There  a  thick  grove  of  aged  cyprefs  trees, 
Which  none  without  an  awful  horror  fees. 
Into  its  wither'd  arms,  depriv'd  of  leaves. 
Whole  flocks  of  ill-prefaging  birds  receives : 
Poifons  are  all  the  plants  that  foil  will  bear, 
And  winter  is  the  only  feafon  there  : 

2  MiUions 
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Millions  of  graves  o'erfpread  the  fpacious  field. 
And  fprings  of  blood  a  thoufand  rivers  yield ; 
Whofe  ftreams,  opprefs'd  with  carcafles  and  bones, 
Inftead  of  gentle  murmurs,  pour  forth  groans. 
Within  this  vale  a  famous  temple  Hands, 
Old  as  the  world  itfelf,  which  it  commands  ; 
Round  is  its  figure,  and  four  iron  gates 
Divide  mankind,  by  order  of  the  Fates : 
Thither  in  crowds  come  to  one  common  grave 
The  yovmg,  the  old,  the  monarch,  and.  the  flave. 
Old  age  and  pains,  thofe  evils  man  deplores, 
Are  rigid  keepers  of  th'  eternal  doors  ; 
All  clad  in  mournful  blacks,  which  fadly  load 
The  facred  walls  of  this  obfcure  abode  ; 
And  tapers,  of  a  pitchy  fubllance  made. 
With  clouds  of  fmoke  increafe  the  difmal  ftiade. 

A  monfter  void  of  reafon  and  of  fight 
The  goddefs  is,  who  fways  this  realm  of  night  ; 
Her  power  extends  o'er  all  things  that  have  breath, 
A  cruel  tyrant,  and  her  name  is  Death. 
The  fairtft  objecl  of  our  wondering  eyes 
Was  newly  ofFer'd  up  her  facrince ; 
Th'  adjoining  places  where  the  altar  llood, ' 
Yet  blufhing  with  the  fair  Almeria's  blood. 
When  griev'd  Orontes,  whofe  unhappy  flame 
Is  known  to  all  who  e'er  converfe  with  Fame, 
His  mind  poffefs'd  by  Fury  and  Defpair, 
Within  the  facred  temple  made  this  prayer  : 

Great  Deity  !   who  in  thy  hands  doll  bear 
That  iron  fceptre  which  poor  mortals  fear ; 

Who, 
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WTio,  wanting  eyes  thyfelf,  refpefteft  none, 
And  neither  fpar'ft  the  laurel  nor  the  crown  ! 
O  thou,  whom  all  mankind  in  vain  withlbind. 
Each  of  whofe  blood  mull  one  day  llain  thy  hand ! 
O  thou,  who  every  eye  that  fees  the  light 
Clofcft  for  ever  in  the  (hades  of  night ! 
Goddtfs,  attend,  and  hearken  to  my  grief. 
To  which  thy  power  alone  can  give  relief. 
Alas !    I  alk  not  to  defer  my  fate. 
But  wilh  my  haplefs  life  a  ftiorter  date  ; 
And  that  the  earth  would  in  its  bowels  liide 
A  wretch,  whom  Heaven  invades  on  every  fide  ; 
That  from  the  fight  of  day  I  could  remove. 
And  might  have  nothing  left  me  but  my  love. 

Thou  only  comforter  of  minds  oppreft. 
The  port  \\  here  wearied  fpirits  ar  j  at  rell ; 
Conduftor  to  Elyfium,  take  my  life. 
My  breail  I  offer  to  thy  facred  knife  ; 
So  juft  a  grace  refufe  not,  nor  defpife 
A  willing,  though  a  worthlefs  facrifice. 
Others  (their  frail  and  mortal  ftate  forgot) 
Before  thy  altars  are  not  to  be  brought 
Without  conftraint ;  the  noife  of  dying  rage, 
Heaps  of  the  flain  of  every  fex  and  age. 
The  blade  all  reeking  in  the  gore  it  (hed. 
With  fever'd  heads  and  arms  confus'dly  fpread  ; 
The  rapid  flames  of  a  perpetual  fire, 
The  groans  of  WTCtches  ready  to  expire  : 
This  tragic  fcene  in  terror  makes  them  live. 
Till  that  is  forc'd  which  they  ftiould  freely  give  ; 

Yielding' 
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Yielding  unwillingly  what  Heaven  will  have. 
Their  fears  eclipfe  the  glory  of  their  grave : 
Before  thy  face  they  make  indecent  moan, 
And  feel  a  hundred  deaths  in  fearing  one : 
Thy  flame  becomes  unhallow'd  in  their  breaft^ 
And  he  a  murderer  who  was  a  prieft. 
But  againll  me  thy  ftrongeft  forces  call. 
And  on  my  head  let  all  the  tempeft  fall ; 
No  mean  retreat  fliall  any  weaknefs  fhow, 
But  calmly  I'll  expert  the  fatal  blow  ; 
My  limbs  not  trembling,  in  my  niind  no  fear. 
Plaints  in  my  mouth,  nor  in  my  eyes  a  tear. 
Think  not  that  Time,  our  wonted  fure  relief. 
That  univerfal  cure  for  every  grief, 
Whofe  aid  fo  many  lovers  oft'  have  found. 
With  like  fuccefs  can  ever  heal  my  wound : 
Too  weak  the  power  of  nature,  or  of  art. 
Nothing  but  death  can  eafe  a  broken  heart ; 
And  that  thou  may'll  behold  my  helplefs  ftate, 
Learn  the  extremeft  rigour  of  my  fate. 

Amidil  th'  innumerable  beauteous  train, 
Paris,  the  queen  of  cities,  does  contain, 
(The  faireft  town,  the  largeft,  and  the  beft) 
The  fair  Almeria  {hin'd  above  the  reft  : 
From  her  bright  eyes  to  feel  a  hopelefs  flame, 
Was  of  our  youth  the  moll  ambitious  aim  ; 
Pier  chains  were  marks  of  honour  to  the  brave, 
She  made  a  prince  whene'er  ihe  made  a  flave. 
Love,  under  whofe  tyrannic  power  I  groan, 
Shew'd  me  tliis  beauty  ere  'twas  fully  blown  ; 
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Tier  timorous  charms,  and  her  uiipraclls'd  look. 
Their  firft  a/Turance  from  my  conquell  took ; 
By  wounding  mo,  flie  learn'd  the  fatal  art. 
And  the  firft  figh  fhe  had  was  from  my  heart : 
My  eyes,  with  tears  moiftening  her  fuowy  anns, 
Render'd  the  tribute  owing  to  her  charms* 
But,  as  I  fooneft  of  all  mortals  paid 
My  vows,  and  to  her  beauty  altars  made  ; 
So,  among  all  thofe  Haves  that  figh'd  in  vain, 
She  thought  me  only  worthy  of  my  chain  : 
Love's  heavy  burden  my  fubmidive  heart 
Endur'd  not  long,  before  fhe  bore  her  part  ; 
My  violent  flame  melted  her  frozen  brcaft. 
And  In  foft  fighs  her  pity  fhe  exprefs'd  ; 
Her  gentle  voice  allay'd  my  raging  pains, 
j^nd  her  fair  hands  fullain'd  mc  in  my  chains  ; 
Ev'n  tears  of  pity  waited  on  my  moan. 
And  tender  looks  were  cail  on  me  alone. 
My  hopes  and  dangers  were  lefs  mine  than  hers, 
Thofe  fiU'd  her  foiJ  with  joys,  and  thefe  with  fears  j 
Our  hearts,  united,  had  the  fame  defires, 
And  both  alike  bum'd  with  impatient  fires. 
Too  faithful  Memor)' !    I  give  thee  leave 
Thy  WTetched  mafter  kindly  to  deceive  ; 
Oh,  make  me  not  pofTeflbr  of  her  charms. 
Let  me  not  find  her  languifli  in  my  arms  ; 
Paft  joys  are  now  my  fancy's  mournful  themes ; 
Make  all  my  happy  nights  appear  but  dreams : 
Let  not  fuch  blifs  before  my  eyes  be  brought, 
-O  hide  thofe  fcenes  from  my  tormenting  thought ; 

And 
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And  in  their  place  difdainful  beauty  fliow  ; 

If  thou  would'ft  not  be  cruel,  make  her  fo  : 

And,  fomething  to  abate  my  deep  defpair, 

€)  let  her  feem  lefs  gentle,  or  lefs  fair. 

But  I  in'  vain  flatter  my  wounded  mind  ; 

Never  was  nymph  fo  lovely  or  fo  kind  : 

No  cold  repulfes  my  defire  fuppreft, 

T  feldom  figh'd,  but  on  Almeria's  breaft : 

Of  all  the  paffions  which  mankind  deftroy, 

I  only  felt  excefs  of  love  and  joy  : 

Unnumber'd  pleafures  charmM  my  fenfe,  and  they 

Were,  as  my  love,  without  the  leaft  allay. 

As  pure,  alas  !  but  not  fo  fure  to  lafl. 

For,  like  a  pleafing  dream,  they  are  all  paft. 

From  heaven  her  beauties  like  fierce  lightnings  came, 

Which  break  through  darknefs  with  a  glorious  flame  j; 

Awhile  they  ftiine,  awhile  our  minds  amaze, 

Our  wondering  eyes  are  dazzled  with  the  blaze ; 

But  thunder  follows,  whofe  refiftlefs  rage 

None  can  withltand,  and  nothing  can  affuage ; 

And  all  that  light  which  thofe  bright  flaflies  gave. 

Serves  only  to  conduct  us  to  our  grave. 

When  I  had  jufl;  begun  love's  joys  to  tafl:e, 
(Thofe  full  rewards  for  fears  and  dangers  paft) 
A  fever  feiz'd  her,  and  to  nothing  brought 
The  richefl;  work  that  ever  nature  wrought. 
All  things  below,  alas  !  uncertain  fl:and  ; 
The  firmefl;  rocks  are  fix'd  upon  the  fand  : 
Under  this  law  both  kings  and  kingdoms  bend,, 
And  no  beginning  is  without  an  end. 

A  facrifice 
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A  facrifice  to  time,  fate  dooms  us  all, 

And  at  the  tyrant's  feet  \vc  dailv  fall : 

Time,  whofe  bold  hand  will  bring  alike  to  dufl 

Mankind,  and  temples  too  in  which  they  truft. 
Her  walled  fj)irits  now  begin  to  faint. 

Yet  patience  ties  her  tongue  from  all  complaint, 

And  in  her  heart  as  in  a  fort  remains  ; 

But  yields  at  lait  to  her  rclilUefs  pains. 

1  hus  while  the  fever,  amorous  of  his  prev, 

Through  all  her  veins  makes  his  delicjhtfijl  way, 

Her  fate's  like  Semele's  ;  the  flames  dcllroy 

That  beauty  they  too  eagerly  enjoy. 

Her  charming  face  is  in  its  fpring  decay 'd. 

Pale  grow  the  rofes,  and  the  lilies  fade  ; 

Her  fkin  has  loft  that  luilre  which  funyafs'd 
The  fun's,  and  well  deferv'd  as  long  to  lall  : 
Her  eyes,  which  us'd  to  pierce  the  hardeft  hearts. 
Are  now  difarm'd  of  all  their  flames  and  darts  ; 
Thofe  liars  now  heavily  and  (lowly  move  ; 
And  fickncfs  triumphs  in  the  throne  of  love. 
The  fever  ever)-  moment  more  prevails. 
Its  rage  her  body  feels,  and  tongue  bewails : 
She,  whofe  difdain  fo  many  lovers  prove^ 
Sighs  now  for  torment,  as  they  figk  for  love. 
And  with  loud  cries,  which  rend  the  neiglibouring  air. 
Wounds  my  fad  h-art,  and  weakens  my  defpair. 
Both  men  and  gods  I  charge  now  with  my  L-fs, 
And,  wild  with  grief,  my  thoughts  each  other  crofs,, 
My  heart  and  tongue  labour  in  both  extremes. 
This  fends  up  humble  prayers,  while  that  biafphtrces  i. 
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I  aflc  their  help,  whofe  malice  I  defy, 
And  mingle  facrilege  with  piety. 
But,  that  which  muft  yet  more  perplex  my  mind^ 
To  love  her  truly,  I  muil  feem  unkind  ; 
So  unconcern'd  a  face  my  forrow  wears, 
I  mull  reftrain  unruly  floods  of  tears. 
My  eyes  and  tongue  put  on  diffembling  forms, 
I  fhew  a  calmnefs  in  the  midft  of  ftornis  ; 
I  feem  to  hope  when  all  my  hopes  are  gone, 
And,  almoft  dead  with  grief,  difcover  none. 
But  who  can  long  deceive  a  loving  eye. 
Or  with  dry  eyes  behold  his  miilrefs  die  ? 
When  pafiion  had  with  all  its  teiTors  brought 
Th'  approaching  danger  nearer  to  my  thought. 
Off  en  a  fudden  fell  the  forc'd  difguife. 
And  fiiew'd  a  fighing  heart  in  weeping  eyes  : 
My  appi-ehenfions,  now  no  more  confin'd, 
Expos'd  my  forrows,  and  betray'd  my  mind. 
The  fair  afflifted  foon  perceives  my  tears, 
[Explains  my  fighs,  and  thence  concludes  my  fears  ; 
With  fad  prefages  of  her  hopelefs  cafe, 
She  reads  her  fate  in  my  dejetlcd  face  ; 
Then  feels  my  torment,  and  neglefts  her  own. 
While  I  am  fenfible  of  hers  alone  ; 
Each  does  the  other's  burthen  kindly  bear, 
I  fear  her  death,  and  flie  bewails  my  fear ; 
Though  thus  we  fuffer  under  Fortune's  darts, 
'Tis  only  thofe  of  love  which  reach  our  hearts. 
Mean  while  the  fever  mocks  at  all  our  fears, 
Grows  by  our  fighs,  and  rages  at  our  tears : 

Thofe 
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Tliofe  vain  effe^^s  of  our  as  vain  defire, 
Like  wind  and  oil,  incrcafc  the  fatal  lire. 

Almeria  then,  feeling  the  deftinies 
About  to  Ihut  her  lips,  and  clofe  her  eyes  ; 
Weeping,  in  mint,  iix'd  her  fair  trembling  hand. 
And  with  thefe  words  I  fcarce  could  undcriland, 
Her  palTion  in  a  dying  voice  exprefs'd 
Half,  and  her  fighs,  alas!  made  out  the  reft. 

'Tis  pall  ;  this  pang — Nature  gives  o'er  the  ftrife  ; 
Thou  muft  thy  miftrcfs  lofe,  and  I  my  life. 
1  die  ;  but,  dying  thine,  the  fates  may  prove 
Their  conqueft  over  me,  but  not  my  love  : 
Thy  memor}',  my  gl'>ry,  and  my  pain. 
In  fpitc  of  death  itfelf  fhall  ftill  remain. 
Deareft  Orontes,  my  hard  fate  denies. 
That  hope  is  the  lafl  thing  which  in  us  dies  : 
From  my  griev'd  bread  all  thofe  foft  thoughts  are  fled. 
And  love  fur^ives  it,  though  my  hope  is  dead  ; 
I  yield  my  life,  but  keep  my  paffion  yet, 
And  can  all  thoughts,  but  of  Orontes,  quit. 

My  flame  increafes  as  my  ftrength  decays  ; 
Death,  which  puts  out  the  light,  the  heat  will  raife  : 
That  ftill  remains,  though  I  from  hence  remove  ; 
I  lofe  my  lover,  but  I  keep  my  love. 

The  fighs  which  fent  forth  that  laft  tender  word. 
Up  tow'rds  the  heavens  like  a  bright  meteor  foar'd  ; 
And  the  kind  nymph,  not  yet  bereft  of  charms, 
Fell  cold  and  breathlcfs  in  lier  lover's  anns. 

Goddefs,  who  now  my  fate  haft  underftood. 
Spare  but  my  tears,  and  freely  take  my  blood  : 

C  2  Here 
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Here  let  me  end  the  ftory  of  my  cares  ; 
My  difmal  grief  enough  the  reft  declares. 
Judge  thou  by  all  this  mifery  difplay'd, 
Whether  I  ought  not  to  imploi-e  thy  aid  : 
Thus  to  furvive,  reproaches  on  me  draws  ; 
Never  fad  wifhes  had  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

Come  then,  my  only  hope  ;  in  every  place 
Thou  vifiteft,  men  tremble  at  thy  face, 
And  fear  thy  name  :  once  let  thy  fatal  hand 
Fall  on  a  fwain  that  does  the  blow  demand. 
Vouchfafe  thy  uart  ;  I  need  not  one  of  thofe. 
With  which  thou  doft  unwilling  kings  depofe  : 
A  welcome  death  the  ilighteft  wound  can  bring. 
And  free  a  foul  already  on  her  wing. 
Without  thy  aid,  moft  miferable  I 
Muft  ever  wifh,  yet  not  obtain  to  die. 

ODE      ON      LOVE. 


I. 

T    ET  others  fongs  or  fatires  wTite, 
-^-^    Provok'd  by  vanity  or  fpite  ; 
My  Mufe  a  nobler  caufe  fhall  move. 
To  found  aloud  the  praife  of  Love ': 

That  gentle,  yet  refiftlefs  heat. 
Which  raifes  men  to  all  things  good  and  great  r 
While  other  paiTions  of  the  mind  "^ 

To  low  brutality  debafe  mankind,  >■ 

By  love  we  are  above  ourfelves  refin'd.  3 

Oh 


1 
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Oh  love,  thou  trance  divine  !   in  which  the  foul, 
Unclogg'd  with  worldly  cares,  may  range  without  con- 
trol ; 
And  foaring  to  her  heaven,   from  thence  infpir'd  can 

teach 
High  myilcries,  above  poor  Reafon's  feeble  reach. 

II. 
To  weak  old  age.  Prudence  fome  aid  may  prove, 
And  curb  thoft  appetites  that  faintly  move  ; 
But  wild,  impetuous  youth  is  tam'd  by  nothing  lefs 

than  love. 
Of  men  too  rough  for  peace,  too  rude  for  arts, 
LiOvt's  power  can  penetrate  the  hardeft  hearts  ; 
And  through  the  clofeft  pores  a  pafuige  find. 
Like  that  of  light,  to  fhine  all  o'er  the  mind. 
The  want  of  love  does  both  extremes  produce  ; 
Maids  are  too  nice,  and  men  as  much  too  loofe  ; 
"While  equal  good  an  amorous  couple  find. 
She  makes  him  conftant,  and  he  makes  her  kind.' 
New  charms  in  vain  a  lover's  faith  would  prove  ; 
Hermits  or  bed-rid  men  they'll  fooner  move  : 
The  fair  inveiglcr  will  but  fadly  find 

There's  no  fuch  eunuch  as  a  man  in  love. 
But  when  by  his  chafte  nymph  embrac'd, 
(For  love  makes  all  embraces  chafte) 
Then  the  tranfported  creature  can 
Do  wonders,  and  is  more  than  man. 
Both  heaven  and  earth  would  our  defires  confine  ; 
But  yet  in  vain  both  heaven  and  earth  combine, 
Unlefs  where  love  blefles  the  great  defign. 

C  3  Hymen 
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Hymen  makes  fall  the  hand,  but  Love  the  heart ; 
He  the  fool's  god,  thou  nature's  Hymen  art ; 
Whofe  laws  once  broke,  we  are  not  held  by  force. 
But  the  falfe  breach  itfelf  is  a  divorce. 

III. 

For  love  the  mifer  will  his  gold  defpife, 
The  falfe  grow  faithful,  and  the  foolifh  wife  ; 
Cautious  the  young,  and  complaifant  the  old, 
The  cruel  gentle,  and  the  coward  bold. 
Thou  glorious  fun  within  our  fouls, 
Whofe  influence  fo  much  controls  ; 
Ev'n  dull  and  heavy  lumps  of  love, 
Quicken'd  by  thee,  more  lively  move  ; 
And  if  their  heads  but  any  fubltance  hold. 
Love  ripens  all  that  drofs  into  the  puretl  gold. 

Li  heaven's  great  work  thy  part  is  fuch, 
That  mafter-like  thou  giv'Il  the  laft  great  touch 

To  heaven's  own  maftcr-piece  of  man  ; 
And  finifheft  what  Nature  but  began  : 
Thy  happy  llroke  can  into  foftnefs  bring 
Reafon,  that  rough  and  wrangling  thing. 

From  childhood  upwards  we  decay, 
And  grow  but  greater  children  every  day  : 
So,  reafon,  how  can  we  be  faid  to  rife  i 
So  many  cares  attend  the  being  wife, 
'Tis  rather  falling  down  a  precipice. 
From  Senfe  to  Reafon  unimprov'd  we  move  ; 
Vt^'c  only  then  advance,  when  Reafon  turns  to  Love. 

IV.  Thou 
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IV. 

Thou  reigneft  o'er  our  earthly  gods  ; 
TJncrown'd  by  thee,  their  other  crowns  are  loads  ; 
One  beauty's  fmile  their  meaneft  courtier  brings 
Rather  to  pity  than  to  envy  kings ; 
His  fellow  flaves  he  takes  them  now  to  be, 
Favour'd  by  love  perhaps  much  Icfs  than  he. 

For  love,  the  timorous  bafhful  maid 
Of  nothing  but  denying  is  afraid  ; 

For  love  fhe  overcomes  her  fhamc, 
Forfakes  her  fortune,  and  forgets  her  fame  ; 
Yet,  if  but  with  a  condant  lover  bleft, 
Thanks  Heaven  for  that,  and  never  minds  the  reft. 

V. 

Love  is  the  fait  of  life  ;  a  higher  tafle 
It  gives  to  pleafure,  and  then  makes  it  laft. 
Thofe  flighted  favours  which  cold  nymphs  difpenfe. 
Mere  common  counters  of  the  fenfc, 
Defective  both  in  metal  and  in  meafure, 
A  lover's  fancy  coins  into  a  treafure. 
How  vaft  the  fubjeft  !  what  a  boundlefs  ftore  > 

Of  bright  ideas  fhining  all  before  !  ?■ 

The  Mufe's  fighs  forbid  me  to  give  o'er !  J 

But  the  kind  god  incites  us  various  ways,  'i 

And  now  I  find  him  all  my  ardour  raife,  j. 

His  precepts  to  perform,  as  well  as  praife.  J 


C  4  ELEGY 
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TO       THE 

DUTCHESS     OF     R 


'T^HOU  lovely  flave  to  a  rude  liufband's  will, 
-*-     By  Nature  us'd  fo  well,  by  him  fo  ill ! 
For  all  that  grief  we  fee  your  mind  endure. 
Your  glafs  prefents  you  with  a  pleafing  cure. 
Thofe  maids  you  envy  for  their  happier  Hate, 
To  have  your  form,  would  gladly  have  your  fate ; 
And  of  like  flavery  each  wife  complains, 
Without  fuch  beauty's  help  to  bear  her  chains. 
Huibands  like  him  we  ever)^-where  may  fee  ; 
But  where  can  we  behold  a  wife  like  thee  ? 

While  to  a  tyrant  you  by  fate  are  ty'd. 
By  love  you  tyrannize  o'er  all  befide  : 
Thofe  eyes,  though  weeping,  can  no  pity  move  ; 
Worthy  our  grief!   more  worthy  of  our  love  ! 
You,  while  fo  fair  (do  Fortune  what  fhe  pleafe) 
Can  be  no  more  in  pain  than  we  at  eafe  ; 
Unlefs,  unfatisfied  with  all  our  vows, 
Your  vain  ambition  fo  unbounded  grows. 
That  you  repine  a  hufband  fliould  efcape 
Th*  united  force  of  fuch  a  face  and  fliape. 
IF  fo,  alas  !  for  all  thofe  charming  powers. 
Your  cafe  is  jull  as  defperate  as  ours. 
Expeft  that  birds  fliould  only  fmg  to  you. 
And,  as  you  walk,  that  ev'ry  tree  fhould  bow ; 

Expe6l 
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ExpeA  thofe  ftatues,  as  you  pafs,  fhould  bum  ; 
And  that  with  wonder  men  fhould  ftatues  turn  ; 
Such  beauty  is  enough  to  give  things  life, 
But  not  to  make  a  hufband  love  his  wife : 
A  hufliand,  worfe  than  ftatues,  or  than  trees ; 
Colder  than  thofc,  lefs  fcnfible  than  thcfe. 
Then  from  fo  dull  a  care  your  thoughts  removCi 
And  wafte  not  fu:;hs  you  only  owe  to  love. 
'Tis  pity,  fighs  from  fuch  a  breail  fliould  part, 
Unlefs  to  eafe  fome  doubtful  lover's  heart ; 
"Who  dies  bccaufe  he  muft  too  juftly  prize 
What  yet  the  dull  pofTcftbr  does  defpife. 
Thus  precious  jewels  among  Indians  grow. 
Who  nor  their  ufe,  nor  wondrous  value  know  ; 
But  wc  for  thofe  bright  trcafiircs  tempt  the  main. 
And  hazard  life  for  what  the  fools  difdain. 

A 

LETTER    FROM    SEA. 

T^Alreft,  if  time  and  abfence  can  incUne 

■*■       Your  heart  to  wandering  thoughts  no  more  than 

mine; 
Then  ftiall  my  hand,  as  changelefs  as  my  mind. 
From  your  glad  eyes  a  kindly  welcome  find  ; 
Then,  while  this  note  my  conftancy  aflures. 
You'll  be  almoft  as  pleas'd,  as  I  with  yours. 
And  truft  me,  when  1  feel  that  kind  rehef, 
Abfence  itfelf  awhile  fufpends  its  grief  : 
So  may  it  do  with  you,  but  ftrait  return  ; 
i-or  it  were  cruel  not  fometimes  to  mourn 

His 
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His  fate,  who  this  long  time  he  keeps  away, 
Mourns  all  the  night,  and  fighs  out  all  the  day  ; 
Grieving  yet  more,  when  he  reflefts  that  you 
Muft.  not  be  happy,  or  muft  not  be  true. 
But  fince  to  me  it  feems  a  blacker  fate 
To  be  inconftant,  than  unfortunate  ; 
Remember  all  thofe  vows  between  us  paft. 
When  I  from  all  I  value  parted  laft  ; 
May  you  alike  with  kind  impatience  burn. 
And  fomething  mifs,  till  I  with  joy  return  ; 
And  foon  may  pitying  Heaven  that  bleffing  give. 
As  in  the  hopes  of  that  alone  I  live. 

LOVE'S     SLAVERY. 


/^  RAVE  fops  my  envy  now  beget, 
^^      Who  did  my  pity  move  ; 
They,  by  the  right  of  wanting  wit. 
Are  free  from  cares  of  love. 

Turks  honour  fools,  becaufe  they  are 

By  that  defeft  fecure 
From  flavery  and  toils  of  war. 

Which  all  the  reft  endure. 

So  I,  who  fuffer  cold  negleft 
And  wounds  from  Celia's  eyes. 

Begin  extremely  to  refpeft 
Thefe  fools  that  feem  fo  wife. 


»Tis 
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'Tis  true,  they  fondly  fet  their  hearts 

On  things  of  no  delight ; 
To  pafs  all  day  for  men  of  parts, 

They  pafs  alone  the  night. 

But  Celia  never  breaks  their  reft  ; 

Such  fcrvants  fhe  difdains  ; 
And  fo  the  fops  are  dully  bleft. 

While  I  endure  her  cliains. 

THE 

DREAM. 

"D  E  A  D  Y  to  throw  me  at  the  feet 
-*-^     Of  that  fair  nymph  whom  I  adore. 
Impatient  thofe  delights  to  meet 
Which  I  enjoy 'd  the  night  before  ; 

By  her  wonted  fcomful  brow. 

Soon  the  fond  millake  I  find ; 
Ixion  mourn*d  his  error  fo, 

When  Juno's  form  the  cloud  refign*d. 

Sleep,  to  make  its  charms  more  priz'd 
Than  waking  joys,  which  moft  prevail, 

Had  cunningly  itfelf  difguis'd 
In  a  (hape  that  could  not  fail. 

There  my  Celia's  fnowy  arms, 

Breafts,  and  other  parts  more  dear, 

Expofmg  new  and  unknown  charms. 
To  my  tranfported  foul  appear. 


Then 
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Then  you  fo  much  kindnefs  (how, 

My  defpair  deluded  flies  ; 
And  indulgent  dreams  beftow 

What  your  cruelty  denies. 

BluHi  not  that  your  image  Love 

Naked  to  my  fancy  brought ; 
'Tis  hard,  methinks,  to  difapprove 

The  joys  I  feel  without  your  fault. 

Wonder  not  a  fancy'd  blifs 

Can  fuch  griefs  as  mine  remove ; 
That  honour  as  fantaftic  is, 

Which  makes  you  flight  fuch  conllant  love. 

The  virtue  which  you  value  fo, 

Is  but  a  fancy  frail  and  vain  ; 
Nothing  is  folid  here  below, 

Except  my  love  and  your  difdain. 


TO    ONE    WHO    ACCUSED    HIM    OF    BEING    TOO 
SENSUAL    IN  HIS    LOVE. 

'  I'^HINK  not,  my  fair,  'tis  fin  or  fliame. 

To  blefs  the  man  who  fo  adores ; 
Nor  give  fo  hard,  imjuft  a  name 

To  all  thofe  favours  he  implores. 
Beauty  is  Heaven's  mod:  bounteous  gift  efteem'd, 
Becaufe  by  love  men  are  from  vice  redeem 'd. 

Yet 
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Ytt  wifh  not  vainly  for  a  love 

From  all  the  force  of  nature  clear : 

That  is  refer>-'d  for  thofe  above, 
And  'tis  a  fault  to  claim  it  here. 

For  fcnfual  joys  ye  fcorn  that  we  fhould  love  ye. 

But  love  without  them  is  as  much  above  ye. 


W      A       R      N       I      N      G. 

T     OVERS,  who  wade  your  thoughts  and  youth 

In  paffion's  fond  extremes, 
Who  dream  of  women's  love  and  truth. 
And  doat  upon  your  dreams  : 

I  fhould  not  here  your  fancy  take 

From  fuch  a  pleafing  ftate. 
Were  you  not  fure  at  lall  to  wake. 

And  find  your  fault  too  late. 

Then  learn  betimes,  the  love  which  crowns 

Our  cares  is  all  but  wiles, 
Compos'd  of  falfe  fantaftic  frowns. 

And  foft  diflcmbling  fmiles. 

With  anger,  which  fometimes  they  feign, 

They  cruel  tyrants  prove  ; 
And  then  turn  flatterers  again. 

With  as  affected  love. 

As  if  fome  injury  was  meant 

To  thofe  they  kindly  us*d, 
Thofe  lovers  are  the  moft  content 

That  have  been  ftill  refused. 

Since 
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Since  each  has  in  his  bofom  nurft 

A  falfe  and  fawning  foe, 
*Tis  juft  and  wife,  by  ftriking  firft. 

To  'fcape  the  fatal  blow, 

T    O 

A     M      O     R     E      T      T      A. 

"TT  T  HEN  I  held  out  againil  your  eyes, 

'  '        You  took  the  furell  courfe 
A  heart  unwary  to  furprife. 

You  ne'er  could  take  by  force. 

However,  though  I  llrive  no  more. 

The  fort  will  now  be  priz'd, 
Which,  if  furrender'd  up  before. 

Perhaps  had  been  defpis'd. 

But,  gentle  Amoretta,  though 

I  cannot  love  refift, 
Think  not,  when  you  have  caught  me  fo,, 

To  ufe  me  as  you  lift. 

Inconftancy  or  coldnefs  will 

My  foolifh  heart  reclaim  ; 
Then  I  come  off  with  honour  ftill. 

But  you,  alas  !  with  nuame. 

A  heart  by  kindnefs  only  gain'd. 

Will  a  dear  conqueft  prove  ; 
And,  to  be  kept,  muft  be  maintain' J 

At  vail  expence  of  love. 


THE 
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VENTURE, 

/^  H,  how  I  languifh  !  what  a  ftrangc 
^""^        Unruly  fierce  defire  ! 
My  fpirits  feci  fome  wondrous  change. 
My  heart  is  all  on  fire. 

Now,  all  ye  wifer  thoughts,  away, 

In  vain  your  talc  ye  tell 
Of  patient  hopes,  and  dull  delay. 

Love's  foppirti  part ;  farewell. 

Suppofe  one  week's  delay  would  give 

All  that  my  wifhes  move  ; 
Oh,  who  fo  long  a  time  can  live. 

Stretch 'd  on  the  rack  of  love  ? 

Her  foul  perhaps  is  too  fubllme, 

To  like  fuch  flavifh  fear  ; 
Difcretion,  prudence,  all  is  crime. 

If  once  condemn'd  by  her. 

When  honour  does  the  foldier  call 

To  fome  unequal  fight, 
Refolv'd  to  conquer,  or  to  fall. 

Before  his  general's  fight  ; 

Ad\-anc'd  the  happy  hero  lives  ; 

Or  if  ill  fate  denies, 
The  noble  rafhnefs  Heaven  forgives, 

And  glorioufly  he  dies. 


INCON- 
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INCONSTANCY  EXCUSED, 
SONG. 

T  Mufl  confefs,  I  am  untrue 
"*■       To  Gloriana's  eyes  ; 
But  he  that's  fmil'd  upon  by  you, 
Mufl  all  the  \vorld  dcfpiie. 

In  winter,  fires  of  little  woi-th 

Excite  our  dull  defire  ; 
But  when  the  fun  breaks  kindly  forth,, 

Thofe  fainter  flames  expire. 

Then  blame  me  not  for  flighting  now 

What  I  did  once  adore  ; 
O,  do  but  this  one  change  allow. 

And  I  can  change  no  more  : 

Fixt  by  your  never-failing  charms. 

Till  I  with  age  decay, 
Till  languifhing  within  your  arms, 

I  figh  my  fold  away. 

SONG. 

H,  conceal  that  charming  creature 
From  my  wondering,  wifhing  eyes  !. 
Every  motion,  every  feature 

Does  fome  ravifh'd  heart  furprife  ; 

But 


SONG.  3J 

But  oh,  I  fipjhlng,  fighing,  fee 
The  happy  fwain  !    (he  ne'er  can  be 
Falfe  to  him,  or  Iqnd  to  me. 

Yet,  if  I  could  humbly  (how  her. 

Ah  !    how  wretched  I  remain  ; 
'Tis  not,  fure,  a  thing  below  her. 

Still  to  pity  fo  much  pain. 
The  gods  fome  pleafure,  pleafure  take, 
Happy  as  thenifelves  to  make 
Thofe  who  fuffer  for  their  fake. 

Since  your  hand  alone  was  given 

To  a  wretch  not  worth  your  care  ; 
Like  fome  angel  fent  from  heaven, 

Come,  and  raife  me  from  dcfpair. 
Your  heart  1  cannot,  cannot  mifs. 
And  I  defire  no  other  blifs ;  ' 

Let  all  the  world  befides  be  his. 

DESPAIR. 

A    I^  L  hopelcfs  of  relief, 
-*■  ^   Incapable  of  reft. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  vent  a  grief 
That's  not  to  be  expreft. 

This  rage  within  my  veins 

No  reafon  can  remove  ; 
Of  all  the  mind's  moft  cruel  pains, 

The  fhai-peft,  fiirc,  is  love. 

Vol.  XXXIL  D  Yet 
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Yet  while  I  languifh  fo, 

And  on  thee  vainly  call ; 
Take  heed,  fair  caufe  of  all  my  woe, 

What  fate  nnay  thee  befall. 

Ungrateful,  cruel  faults 

Suit  not  thy  gentle  fex  ; 
Hereafter,  how  will  guilty  thoughts 

Thy  tender  confcience  vex  ! 

"When  welcome  Death  fhaU  bring 

Relief  to  wretched  me, 
My  foul  enlarg'd,  and  once  on  wing. 

In  hafle  will  fly  to  thee. 

Wlien  In  thy  lonely  bed 

My  ghoft  its  moan  fhall  make. 
With  faddefl  figns  that  I  am  dead. 

And  dead  for  thy  dear  fake  ; 

Struck  with  that  confcious  blow. 

Thy  very  foul  will  ftart  : 
Pale  as  my  fhadow  thou  wilt  grow. 

And  cold  as  is  thy  heart. 

Too  late  remorfe  will  then 

Untimely  pity  fhow 
To  him,  who,  of  all  mortal  men, 

Did  moft  thy  value  know. 

Yet,  with  this  broken  heart, 

I  wifli  thou  never  be 
Tormented  with  the  thoufandth  part 

Of  what  I  feel  for  thee. 

O  N 
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OK     APPREHENSION     OF      LOSING     WHAT 
HE    HAD     NEWLY     GAINED. 

IN      IMITATION      OF      OVID. 

CURE  I  of  all  men  am  the  firfl: 
That  ever  was  by  kindnefs  curft. 
Who  muft  my  only  blifs  bemoan, 
And  am  by  happinefe  undone. 

Had  I  at  diilance  only  fecn 
Tliat  lovely  face,  I  might  have  been 
With  the  delightful  objeft  pleas'd. 
But  not  with  all  this  paffion  feiz'd, 

"Wlien  afterwards  fo  near  I  came 
As  to  be  fcorch'd  in  beauty's  flame  $ 
To  fo  much  foftnefs,  fo  much  fenfe, 
Reafon  itfelf  made  no  defence. 

^\1iat  pieafing  thoughts  poffefs'd  my  mind, 
'\^'Tien  little  favours  fhew'd  you  kind  ! 
And  though,  when  coldnefs  oft'  prevail'd. 
My  heart  would  fink,  and  fpirits  fail'd, 
Yet  willingly  the  yoke  I  bore, 
And  all  your  chains  as  bracelets  wore  : 
At  your  lov'd  feet  all  day  would  lie, 
Defiring,  without  knowing  why  ;  , 

For,  not  yet  blelt  within  your  arms, 
Wlio  could  have  thought  of  lialf  your  charms  ? 

D  *  Chamw 
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Charms  of  fuch  a  wondrous  kind, 
Words  we  cannot,  mull  not  find, 
A  body  worthy  of  your  mind. 
Taney  could  ne'er  fo  high  refleft. 
Nor  love  itfelf  fuch  joys  e"ped:. 

After  fuch  embraces  pait, 
Whofe  memory  will  ever  laft, 
Love  is  Hill  reflecting  back  ; 
All  my  foul  is  on  a  rack : 
To  be  in  hell  's  fufficient  curfe, 
But  to  fall  from  heaven  is  worfe. 
I  liv'd  in  gi-ief  ere  this  I  knew, 
But  then  I  dwelt  in  darknefs  too. 
Of  gains,  alas !    I  could  not  boaft  ; 
But  little  thought  how  much  I  loft. 

Now  heart-devouring  eagernefs, 
And  iharp  impatience  to  polfefs ; 
Now  reillefs  cares,  confuming  fires. 
Anxious  thoughts,  and  fierce  defires, 
Tear  my  heart  to  that  degree, 
For  ever  fix'd  on  only  thee  : 
Then  all  my  comfort  is,  I  (hall 
Live  in  thy  arms,  or  not  at  all. 

THE    RECONCILEMENT. 

SONG. 

/^  O  M  E,  let  us  now  refolve  at  lalt 

To  live  and  love  in  quiet ; 
We'll  tie  the  knot  fo  very  faft. 
That  Time  fhall  ne'er  untie  it. 

Th 
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The  tnieft  joys  they  feldom  prove. 

Who  free  from  quarrels  live  ; 
*Tis  the  mod  tender  part  of  love, 

Each  other  to  forgive. 

WTien  lead  I  feem'd  concern 'd,  I  took 

No  pleafure,  nor  no  reft  ; 
And  when  I  feign'd  an  angry  look, 

Alas  !    I  lov'd  you  Left. 

Own  but  the  fame  to  me,  you'll  find 

How  hleft  will  be  our  fate  j 
Oh,  to  be  happy,  to  "be  kind. 

Sure  never  is  too  late. 

SONG. 

T?  ROM  all  URcafy  palTions  free, 
-*■       Revenge,  ambition,  jealoufy, 
Contented  I  had  been  too  blcfl;, 
i  f  love  and  you  had  let  me  reft  : 
Vet  that  dull  life  I  now  defpife  ; 

Safe  from  your  eyes, 
I  fcar'd  no  griefs,  but  then  1  found  no  joys. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  kind  defires, 
Which  beauty  moves,  and  love  infpires  j 
Such  pangs  I  feel  of  tender  fear. 
No  heart  fo  foft  as  mine  can  bear ; 
Yet  I'll  defy  the  worft  of  harms  ; 

Such  are  your  charms, 
'Tis  worth  a  lite  to  die  within  your  arms. 

D  3  TO 
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C   O  Q_U   ET      BEAUTY. 

TT^  R  O  M  wars  and  plagues  come  no  fuch  harms, 

-'■      As  from  a  nymph  fo  full  of  charms, 

So  much  fweetnefs  in  her  face, 

In  her  motions  fiich  a  grace, 

In,  her  kind  inviting  eyes 

Such  a  foft  enchantment  lies ; 

That  we  pleafe  ourfelves  too  foon. 

And  are  with  empty  hopes  undone. 

After  all  her  foftnefs,  we 
Are  but  flaves,  Avhile  fhe  is  free ; 
Free,  alas  !   from  all  dcfire, 

Except  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 

Thou,  fair  diffembler,  doll  but  thus 

Deceive  thyfelf,  as  well  as  us. 

Like  a  reftlefs  monarch,  thou 

Wouldil  rather  force  mankind  to  bow, 

And  venture  round  the  world  to  roam, 

Than  govern  peaceably  at  home. 

But  truft  me,  Celia,  trull  me,  when 

Apollo's  felf  infpires  my  pen, 

One  hour  of  love's  delight  outweighs 

Whole  years  of  univei-fal  praife  ; 

And  one  adorer,  kindly  us'd. 

Gives  truer  joys  than  crowds  refus'd. 

For  what  does  youth  and  beauty  ferve  ? 

"Why  more  than  all  your  fex  deferve  ? 

Why 
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WTiy  fuch  foft  alluring  arts 

To  charm  our  eyes,  and  melt  our  hearts  i 

By  our  lofs  you  nothing  gain  : 

Unlefs  you  love,  you  pleafe  in  vain. 


THE       RELAPSE. 

T     IKE  children  in  a  flarr)'  night, 
•^-^  AVhen  I  beheld  thofe  eyes  before, 
I  gaz'd  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Infenlible  of  all  their  power. 

I  play'd  about  the  flame  fo  long. 

At  laft  I  felt  the  fcorching  fire  ; 
My  hopes  were  weak,  my  paflion  ftrong. 

And  I  lay  dying  with  defire. 

By  all  the  helps  of  human  art, 

I  juft  recover'd  fo  much  fenfe. 
As  to  avoid,  with  heavy  heart. 

The  fair,  but  fatal,  influence. 

But,  fince  you  fliine  away  defpair, 

And  now  my  fighs  no  longer  fhun. 
No  Perfian  in  his  zealous  prayer 

So  much  adores  the  rifing  fun. 

If  once  again  my  vows  difpleafe, 

There  never  \vas  fo  loft  a  lover  ; 
In  love,  that  languifhing  difeafe, 

A  fad  relapfe  we  ne'er  recover. 

D  4  THE 


40     BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S    POEMS. 


RECOVERY. 

CIGHING  and  languJfliing  I  lay, 

A  ftranger  grown  to  all  delight, 
PafTing  with  tedious  thoughts  the  day. 
And  with  unquiet  dreams  the  night. 

For  your  dear  fake,  my  only  care 

Was  how  my  fatal  love  to  hide  ; 
For  ever  drooping  with  def2:>air, 

Negledting  all  the  world  befide  : 

Till,  like  fome  angel  from  above, 

Cornelia  came  to  my  relief; 
And  then  I  found  the  joys  of  love 

Can  make  amends  for  all  the  grief. 

Thofe  pleafmg  hopes  I  now  purfue 
Might  fail  if  you  could  prove  unjuftj 

But  promifes  from  heaven  and  you, 
Who  is  fo  impious  to  miftruft  ? 

Here  all  my  doubts  and  troubles  end. 

One  tender  word  my  foul  affures ; 
Nor  am  I  vain,  fince  I  depend 

Not  on  my  own  defert,  but  yours» 


THE 
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THE        CONVERT. 

"T^  EJECTED,  as  true  converts  die, 
"^"^    But  yet  witli  fervent  thoughts  inflam'd. 
So,  faireil  !    at  your  feet  I  lie. 
Of  all  my  fex's  faults  afham'd. 

Too  long,  alas !    have  I  abus'd 

Love's  innocent  and  facred  flame, 
And  that  divined  power  have  us'd 

To  laugh  at,  as  an  idle  name. 

But  fince  fo  freely  I  confefs 

A  crime  which  may  your  fcom  produce. 
Allow  me  now  to  make  it  lefs 

By  any  juft  and  fair  excufe. 

I  then  did  vulgar  joys  purfue. 

Variety  was  all  my  blifs  ; 
But  ignorant  of  love  and  you, 

How  could  I  choofe  but  do  amifs  ? 

If  ever  now  my  wandering  ej'es 

Seek  out  amufements  as  before  ; 
If  e'er  I  look,  but  to  defpife 

Such  charms,  and  value  yours  the  more  ; 

May  fad  remorfe,  and  guilty  fhame. 
Revenge  your  uTongs  on  faithlefs  me ; 

And,  what  I  tremble  even  to  name. 
May  I  lofe  all  in  loring  thee ! 

THE 
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IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON. 

np  H  0  U  flatterer  of  all  the  fair, 
-**-     Come  with  all  your  flcill  and  care  ; 
Draw  me  fuch  a  fhape  and  face, 
As  your  flattery  would  difgrace. 
Wifh  not  that  (he  would  appear, 
'Tis  well  for  you  flie  is  not  here  : 
Scarce  can  you  with  fafety  fee 
All  her  charms  defcrib'd  by  me  : 
I,  alas  !   the  danger  know, 
I,  alas  !   have  felt  the  blow  ; 
Mourn,  as  loft,  my  former  days. 
That  never  fung  of  Celia's  praife  } 
And  thofe  few  that  are  behind 
I  fliall  bleft  or  wretched  hnd. 
Only  juft  as  fiie  is  kind. 

With  her  tempting  eyes  begin. 
Eyes  that  would  draw  angels  in 
To  a  fecond  fweeter  fm. 
Oh,  thofe  wanton  rolling  eyes  ! 
At  each  glance  a  lover  dies  : 
Make  them  bright,  yet  make  them  willing, 
Let  them  look  both  kind  and  killing. 

Next,  draw  her  forehead  ;  then  her  nofe, 
And  lips  juft  opening,  that  difclofe 

2  Teeth 
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Teeth  fo  bright,  and  breath  fo  fwcct, 
So  much  beauty,  fo  much  wit. 
To  our  very  foul  they  llrike. 
All  our  fenfes  plcas'd  alike. 

But  fo  pure  a  white  and  red, 
Never,  never,  can  be  faid  : 
What  are  words  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 
"What  is  paint  to  fuch  a  face  ? 
How  fliould  either  art  avail  us  ? 
Fancy  here  itfclf  mufl.  fail  us. 

In  her  looks,  and  in  her  mien, 
Such  a  graceful  air  is  fcen. 
That  if  you,  with  all  your  art. 
Can  but  reach  the  fmallell  part ; 
Next  to  her,  the  matchlefs  fhe. 
We  fhall  wonder  moft  at  thee. 

Then  her  neck,  and  breads,  and  halr^ 

And  her ^but  my  charming  fair 

Does  in  a  thoufand  tlungs  excel. 
Which  I  mull  not,  dare  not  teU. 

How  go  on  then  ?    Oh  !    I  fee 
A  lovely  Venus  drawn  by  thee  ; 
Oh  how  fair  fhe  does  appear  ! 
Touch  it  only  here  and  there. 
Make  her  yet  feem  more  divine, 
Your  Venus  then  may  look  like  mine, 
Wliofe  bright  form  if  once  you  faw, 
You  by  her  would  Venus  draw. 


o  M 
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ON  DON  ALONZO S  BEING  KILLED  IN  PORTU- 
GAL, UPON  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  INFANTA,  IN 
THE     YEAR     1683. 

TN  fuch  a  caufe  no  Mufe  fhould  fail 
"■-  To  bear  a  mournful  part ; 
'Tis  juft  and  noble  to  bewail 
The  fate  of  fall'n  defert. 

In  vain  ambitious  hopes  defign'd 

To  make  his  foul  afpire, 
If  love  and  beauty  had  not  join'd. 

To  raife  a  brighter  fire. 

Amidft  fo  many  dangerous  foes 

How  weak  the  wifeft  prove  ! 
Reafon  itfelf  would  fcarce  oppofe. 

And  feems  agreed  with  love. 

If  from  the  glorious  height  he  falls. 

He  greatly  daring  dies  ; 
Or  mounting  where  bright  beauty  calls. 

An  empire  is  the  prize. 

THE      SURPRISE. 

C"  A  F  E  L  Y  perhaps  dull  crowds  admire  ; 

But  I,  alas  !    am  all  on  fire. 
Like  him  who  thought  in  cliildhood  pall 
That  dire  difeafe  which  kiil'd  at  laft, 

I  durft 
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I  diirfl  have  fworn  I  lov'd  before, 
And  fancy'd  all  the  danger  o'er ; 
Had  felt  the  pangs  of  jealous  pain, 
And  borne  the  blalls  of  cold  difdain  ; 
Then  reap'd  at  length  the  mighty  gains, 
That  full  reward  of  all  our  pains  ! 

But  wliat  was  all  fuch  grief  or  joy, 
That  did  my  hcedlcfs  ears  employ  ? 
Mere  dreams  of  feign'd  fantallic  powers. 
But  the  difeafe  of  idle  hours  ; 
Amufemciit,  humour,  afieclation, 
Compar'd  with  this  fublimer  paflion, 
Whofe  raptures,  bright  as  thofe  above, 
OutOiine  the  flames  of  zeal  or  love. 

Yet  think  not,  fairell,  what  I  fing 
Can  from  a  love  platonic  fpring  ; 
That  formal  foftnefs  (falfe  and  vain) 
Not  of  the  heart,  but  of  the  brain. 
Thou  art  indeed  above  all  nature  ; 
But  I,  a  wretched  human  creature. 
Wanting  thy  gentle  generous  aid. 
Of  hufoand,  rivals,  friend?,  afraid  ! 
Amidit  all  this  feraphic  fire. 
Am  almoil  dying  with  defire, 
With  eager  wifhes,  ardent  thoughts. 
Prone  to  commit  love's  wildeft  faults ! 
And  (as  we  are  on  Sundays  told 
The  lully  patriarch  did  of  old) 
A\  ould  force  a  blefTing  from  thofe  charms. 
And  grafp  an  angel  in  my  aiTns. 

A     D  I  A- 


A       DIALOGUE, 

SUNG     ON      THE      STAGE, 

BETWEEN   AN   ELDERLY   SHEPHERD    AND 
A    VERY    YOUNG    NYMPH. 

SHEPHERD. 

T3  RIGHT  and  blooming  as  the  fpring, 

■^"^   Univerfal  love  infpiring  ; 
All  our  fwains  thy  piaifes  fnig, 
Ever  gazing  and  admiring. 

NYMPH. 

Praifes  in  fo  high  a  ftrain, 

And  by  fuch  a  fliepherd  fiing, 
Are  enough  to  make  me  vain, 

Yet  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  young. 

SHEPHERD. 

I  fhould  have  defpair'd  among 

Rivals  that  appear  fo  gaily  : 
But  your  eyes  have  made  me  young. 

By  their  fmiling  on  me  daily. 

NYMPH. 

Idle  boys  admire  us  blindly, 

Are  inconllant,  wild,  and  bold  ; 
And  your  ufmg  me  fo  kindly 

Is  a  proof  you  are  not  old. 

SHEP- 
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SHEPHERD. 

With  thy  pleafing  voice  and  fafhion. 

With  thy  humour  and  thy  youth, 
Cheer  my  foul,  and  crown  my  paiTion  : 

Oh  !   reward  my  love  and  truth. 

NYMPH. 

With  thy  careful  arts  to  cover 

That  which  fools  will  count  a  fault, 
Trueft  friend  as  well  as  lover, 

Oh  !    defense  fo  kind  a  thought. 

EACH   APART   FIRST,    AND   THEM    BOTH    TOGETHER. 

Happy  we  fiiall  lie  pofTcffing, 

Folded  in  each  other's  arms. 
Love  and  Nature's  chiefefl  blefling 

In  the  flill  increafing  charms. 
So  the  deareft  joys  of  loving, 

Which  fcarce  heaven  can  go  beyond, 
We'll  be  ever)'  day  improving, 

SHEPHERD. 

You  more  fair,  and  I  more  fond. 

N  V  M  P  H. 

I  more  fair,  and  you  more  fond. 


ON    ONE    WHO    DIED    DISCOVERING    HER    KINDNESS. 

COME  vex  their  fouls  with  jealous  pa?b, 

While  others  figh  for  cold  difdain  ; 
Love's  various  flaves  we  daily  fee  ! 
Yet  happy  all,  compar'd  with  aie. 

or 
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Of  all  mankind,  I  lov'd  the  beft 

A  nymph  fo  far  above  the  reft, 

That  we  outfhin'd  the  bleft  above. 

In  beauty  fhe,  and  I  in  love. 

And  therefore  they  who  could  not  bear 

To  be  outdone  by  mortals  here. 

Among  themfelves  have  plac'd  her  now, 

And  left  me  wretched  here  below. 

AU  other  fate  I  could  have  borne, 

And  ev'n  endur'd  her  very  fcorn  ; 

But  oh  !   thus  all  at  once  to  find 

That  dread  account !   both  dead  and  kind  ! 

What  heart  can  hold  !   if  yet  I  live, 

'Tis  but  to  fhtw  how  much  I  grieve. 

O    N 

LUCINDA'S     DEATH. 

/^  O  M  E  all  ye  doleful,  difmal  cares, 
^^^     That  ever  haunted  guilty  mind  ! 
The  pangs  of  love  when  it  defpairs. 

And  all  thofe  flings  the  jealous  find  : 
Alas  !    heart-breaking  though  ye  be. 
Yet  welcome,  welcome  all  to  me  ! 
Who  now  have  loft — but  oh  !   how  much  ? 

No  language,  nothing  can  exprefs. 
Except  my  grief !    for  ftie  was  fuch. 

That  praifes  would  but  make  lier  lefs. 
Yet  who  can  ever  dare  to  raife 
His  voice  on  her,  unlefs  to  praife  ? 


Free 
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Free  from  htr  fcx's  fmalleft  faults. 

And  fair  as  wumankiiid  caii  be  : 
Tender  and  warm  as  lover's  thoughts. 

Yet  cold  to  all  the  world  but  me. 
Of  all  this  nothing  now  remains. 
But  only  fighs  and  endlefs  pains  1 


T  o 
A  LADY 

RETIRING        INTO      A       MONASTERY. 

"TXTHAT  bread  but  yours  can  hold  the  double  lire 

Of  fierce  devotion,  and  of  fond  defire  ? 
I.ove  would  fhine  forth,  were  not  your  zeal  fo  bright 
Whofe  glaring  flames  eclipfe  his  gentler  light  : 
Lefs  feems  the  faith  that  mountains  can  remove. 
Than  this  which  triumphs  over  youth  and  love. 

But  (hall  fome  threatening  pried  divide  us  two  ? 
What  worfe  than  that  could  all  his  curfes  do  ? 
Thus  with  a  fright  fome  have  refign'd  their  breath. 
And  poorly  dy'd,  only  for  fear  of  death. 

Heaven  fees  our  paflions  with  indulgence  (lill. 
And  they  who  lov'd  well,  can  do  nothing  ill. 
While  to  us  nothing  but  ourfelves  is  dear, 
Should  the  world  frown,  yet  what  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Fame,  wealth,  and  power,  thofehigh-priz'd  gifts  of  fate, 
The  low  concerns  of  a  lefs  happy  (late, 
Are  far  beneath  us  :  fortune's  felf  may  take 
Her  aim  at  us,  yet  no  imprefiion  make ; 

Vol.  XXXII.  E  Let 
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Let  worldlings  afic  her  help,  or  fear  her  harms  j 
We  can  lie  fafe,  lock'd  in  each  other's  arms, 
Like  the  bleft  faints,  eternal  raptures  know. 
And  flight  thofe  ftorms  that  vainly  reft  below. 

Yet  this,  all  this  you  are  refolv'd  to  quit ; 
I  fee  my  ruin,  and  I  muft  fubmit ; 
But  think,  O  think,  before  you  prove  unkind. 
How  loft  a  wretch  you  leave  forlorn  behind. 

Malignant  envy,  mix'd  with  hate  and  fear. 
Revenge  for  wrongs  too  burdenfome  to  bear, 
Ev'n  zeal  itfelf,  from  whence  all  mifchiefs  fpring. 
Have  never  done  fo  barbarous  a  thing. 

With  fuch  a  fate  the  heavens  decreed  to  vex 
Armida  once,  though  of  the  fairer  fex  ; 
Rinaldo  ftie  had  charm'd  with  fo  much  art. 
Hers  was  his  power,  his  perfon,  and  his  heart  : 
Honour's  high  thoughts  no  more  his  mind  could  move  ; 
She  footh'd  his  rage,  and  tiirn'd  it  all  to  love  : 
When  ftraight  a  guft  of  fierce  devotion  blows, 
And  in  a  moment  all  her  joys  o'erthrows  : 
The  poor  Armida  tears  her  golden  hair, 
Matchlefs  till  nov\',  for  love  or  for  defpair. 
Who  is  not  mov'd  while  the  fad  nymph  complains  ? 
Yet  you  now  aft  what  Tafib  only  feigns : 
And  after  all  our  vows,  our  fighs,  our  tears. 
My  banifli'd  forrows,  and  your  conquered  fears ; 
So  many  doubts,  fo  many  dangers  paft, 
Vifions  of  zeal  muft  vanquifti  me  at  laft. 

Thus,  in  great  Homer's  war,  throughout  the  field 
Some  hero  ftill  made  all  things  mortal  yield  ; 

z  But 
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But  when  a  god  once  took  the  vanquifh'd  fide, 
The  weak  pre\-ail'd,  and  the  victorious  dy'd. 


THE 

VISION. 

WRITTEN   DURING  A  SEA  VOYAGE,  WHEM   SENT  TO  COM- 
MAND THE  FORCES  FOR  THE  RELIEF  OF  TANOItR. 

TXT  I T H I N  the  filent  (hades  of  foft  repofe, 

Where  Fancy's  boundlefs  flream  for  over  flows  ; 
Where  the  infranchi-i'd  foul  at  cafe  can  play, 
Tir'd  with  the  toilfomc  bufuiefs  of  tlie  day  ; 
AVhere  princes  gladly  reft  their  weary  head>, 
And  change  uneafy  thrones  for  downy  beds  ; 
W'here  feeming  joys  delude  defpairing  minds, 
And  where  ev'n  jealoufy  fome  quiet  linds  ; 
Tl.ere  I  and  fo.row  for  a  while  could  part. 
Sleep  clos'd  my  eyes,  and  cas'd  a  iighing  heart. 

But  here  too  foon  a  wretched  lover  found 
In  deepeit  griefs  that  fleep  can  ne'er  be  found  ; 
With  ilrange  furprife  my  troubled  fancy  brings 
Odd  antic  ihapes  of  wild  unheard-of  things  ; 
I^ifmal  and  tjrrible  they  all  appear. 
My  foul  waji  (hook  with  an  unufual  fear. 
But  as  when  vifions  glad  the  eyes  of  faints. 
And  kind  relief  attends  devout  complaints. 
Some  beauteous  angel  in  bright  chamas  will  fhine, 
And  fpread  a  gWy  round,  that's  all  dirine  ; 

E   2  Juft 
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Juft  fuch  a  bright  and  beauteous  form  appears, 
The  monflers  vanifh,  and  vsath  them  my  fears. 
The  faireft  fhrpe  was  then  before  me  brought, 
That  eyes  e'er  faw,  or  fancy  ever  thought  ; 
How  weak  are  words  to  fhew  fuch  excellence, 
Which  ev'n  confounds  the  foul,  as  well  as  fenfe  f 
And,  while  our  eyes  tranfporting  pleafure  find. 
It  flops  not  here,  but  ftrikes  the  very  mind. 
Some  angel  fpeaks  her  praife  ;  no  human  tongue. 
But  with  its  utmoft  art  muil  do  her  wrong. 
The  only  woman  that  has  power  to  kill,  . 
And  yet  is  good  enough  to  want  the  will ; 
Who  needs  no  foft  alluring  words  repeat, 
Nor  ftudy'd  looks  of  languifhing  deceit. 

Fantaftic  beauty,  always  in  the  wrong, 
Silil  thinks  fome  pride  muft  to  its  power  belong; 
An  air  affefted,  and  an  haughty  mien, 
Something  that  feems  to  fay,  I  would  be  feen. 
!But  of  all  womankind  this  only  flie. 
Full  of  its  charms,  and  from  its  frailty  free, 
Deferves  fome  nobler  Mufe  her  fame  to  raife. 
By  making  the  whole  fex  befide  her  pyramid  of  praife. 
She,  fhe  appear'd  the  fource  of  all  my  joys. 
The  deareft  care  that  all  my  thought  employs  : 
Gently  flie  look'd,  as  when  I  left  her  laft. 
When  firft  {he  feiz'd  my  heart,  and  held  it  fall : 
When,  if  my  vows,  alas  !  were  made  too  late, 
I  faw  my  doom  came  not  from  her,  but  fate. 
With  pity  then  (he  eas'd  my  raging  pain, 
And  her  kind  eyes  could  fcarce  from  tears  refrain  : 

Why, 
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WHiy,  gentle  fwain,  faid  fhe,  why  do  you  grieve 

In  words  I  (hould  not  hear,  much  lefs  beheve  ? 

I  g^ze  on  that  which  is  a  fault  to  mind, 

And  ought  to  fly  the  danger  which  I  find  : 

Of  falfe  mankind  though  you  may  be  the  beft. 

Ye  all  have  robb'd  poor  women  of  their  reft. 

I  fee  your  pain,  and  fee  it  too  with  grief, 

Becaufe  I  would,  yet  muft  not,  give  relief. 

Thus,  for  a  hufband's  fake  es  well  as  yours. 

My  fcrupulous  foul  divided  pain  endures ; 

Guilty,  aias !    to  both  :    for  thus  I  do 

Too  much  for  him,  yet  not  enough  for  you. 

Give  over  then,  give  over,  haplt-fs  fwain, 

A  pafllon  moving,  but  a  pafTion  vain  : 

Not  cliance  nor  time  fhall  ever  change  my  thought ; 

'Tis  better  much  to  die,  than  do  a  fault. 

Oh,  worfe  than  ever  !    Is  it  then  my  doom 
J  ill  to  fee  heaven,  where  I  muft  never  come  ? 
Your  foft  companion,  if  not  fomething  more  ; 
Yet  I  remain  as  wretched  as  before ; 
The  wind  indeed  is  fair,  but  ah  !    no  fight  of  ftiore. 
Farewell,  too  fcnipulous  fair-one  ;   oh,  farewell  ; 
What  torments  I  endure,  no  tongue  can  tell : 
Thank  Heaven,  my  fate  tranfports  me  now  where  I, 
Your  martyr,  may  with  eafe  and  fafety  die. 

With  that  I  kneel'd,  and  feiz'd  her  trembling  hand. 
While  ftie  impos'd  this  cruel  kind  command : 
Live,  and  love  on  ;   you  will  be  true,  I  know ; 
But  live  then,  and  coitie  back  to  tell  me  (o  ; 

E  3  For 
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For  though  I  blufh  at  this  laft  guilty  breath, 
I  can  endure  that  better  than  your  death. 

Tormenting  kindnefs  !  barbarous  reprieve  ! 
Condemn'd  to  die,  and  yet  compell'd  to  live  ! 
This  tender  fcene  my  dream  repeated  o'er, 
Jufl  as  it  pafa'd  in  real  truth  before. 
Methought  I  then  fell  groveling  to  the  ground. 
Till,  on  a  fudden  rais'd,  I  wondering  found 
A  ftrange  appearance  all  in  taintlefs  white  ; 
His  form  gave  reverence,  and  his  face  delight : 
Goodnefs  and  greatncfs  in  his  eyes  were  feen. 
Gentle  his  look,  and  affable  his  mien. 
A  kindly  notice  of  me  thus  he  took  : 
*'  What  mean  thefe  flowing  eyes,  this  ghaftly  look  I 
*'  Thefe  trembling  joints,  this  loofe  difhevell'd  hair, 
*'  And  this  cold  dew,  the  drops  of  deep  defpair  ?'* 

With  grief  and  wonder  iirfl  my  fpirits  faint, 
But  thus  at  laft  I  vented  my  complaint  : 
Behold  a  wretch  whom  cruel  fate  has  found. 
And  in  the  depth  of  all  misfortune  drown'd. 
There  fhines  a  nymph,  to  whom  an  envy'd  fwain 
Is  ty'd  in  Hymen's  ceremonious  chain ; 
But,  cloy'd  with  charms  of  fuch  a  marriage-bed, 
And  fed  with  manna,  yet  he  longs  for  bread  ; 
And  will,  moft  hufband4ike,  not  only  range. 
For  love  perhaps  of  nothing  elfe  but  change. 
But  to  inferior  beauty  proftrate  lies. 
And  courts  her  love  in  fcovn  of  Flavia's  eyes. 
All  this  I  knew  (the  form  divine  reply'd) 
And  did  but  aflc  to  have  thy  temper  try'd, 

"Which 
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WHilch  prove  finccre.     Of  both  I  know  the  mind ; 

iSlic  is  too  Icrupulous,  and  thou  too  kind  : 

But  fince  thy  fatal  love's  for  ever  fix'd. 

Whatever  time  or  abfence  come  betwixt ; 

Since  thy  fond  lieart  ev'n  her  difdain  prefers 

To  others  love,  I'll  fomcthing  foftcn  hers  : 

Elfe  in  the  fcarch  of  virtue  (he  may  ftray  ; 

Well-meaning  mortals  fhould  not  lofe  their  way. 

She  now  indeed  lins  on  tlic  fafcr  fide, 

For  hearts  too  loofe  arc  never  to  be  ty'd  ; 

But  no  extremes  are  either  good  or  wife. 

And  in  the  midll  alone  true  virtue  lies. 

When  marriage-vows  unite  an  equal  pair, 

*Tis  a  mere  contract  made  by  human  care, 

By  which  they  both  are  for  convenience  ty'd. 

The  bridegroom  yet  more  ftriclly  than  the  bride  j 

For  circumllanccs  alter  eveiy  ill, 

And  woman  meets  with  moll  temptation  flill  j 

She  a  forfaken  bed  mull  often  bear, 

While  he  can  never  fail  to  find  her  there, 

And  therefore  Icfs  excus'd  to  range  elfewhere. 

Yet  this  fhe  ought  to  fuffer,  and  fubmit : 

But  when  no  longer  for  each  other  fit. 

If  ufage  bafe  fhalljuil  refentment  move. 

Or,  what  is  worfe,  affronts  of  wandering  love  f 

No  obligation  after  that  remains, 

'Tis  mean,  not  juft,  to  wear  a  rival's  chains. 

Yet  decency  requires  the  wonted  cares 
Of  iuterelt,  cliildren,  and  remote  affairs  j 

E  4  But 
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But  in  her  love,  that  dear  concern  of  life, 
She  all  the  while  may  be  another's  wife  : 
Heaven,  that  beholds  her  wrong'd  and  widow'd  bed. 
Permits  a  lover  in  her  hufband's  ftead. 

I  flung  me  at  his  feet,  his  robes  would  kifs. 
And  cry'd — Ev'n  our  bafe  world  is  juft  in  this  ; 
A  mid  ft  our  cenfures,  love  we  gently  blame, 
And  love  fometimes  preferves  a  female  fame. 
What  tie  lefs  ftrong  can  woman's  will  reftrain  ? 
When  honour  checks,  and  confcience  pleads  in  vain  ; 
When  parents  threats  and  friends  perfuafions  fail, 
When  intereft  and  ambition  fcarce  prevail, 
To  bound  that  fex  when  nothing  elfe  can  move, 
They'll  live  refei-v'd,  to  pleafe  the  man  they  love  1 

The  fpirit  then  reply'd  to  all  I  faid. 
She  may  be  kind,  but  not  till  thou  art  dead ; 
Bewail  thy  memory,  bemoan  thy  fate  : 
Then  file  will  love,  when  'tis,  alas  !  too  late  : 
Of  all  thy  pains  fhe  will  no  pity  have. 
Till  fad  defpair  has  fent  thee  to  the  grave. 

Amaz'd,  I  wak'd  in  hafte. 

All  trembling  at  my  doom  ; 
Dreams  oft'  repeat  adventures  pafl. 

And  tell  our  ills  to  come. 


HELEN 
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HELEN     TO     PARIS. 

FROM        OVID. 

TRANSLATED     BY     THE     EARL     OF     MTJLGRAVE, 
AND    MR.    DRVDES. 

TXT  HEN  loofc  epiftles  violate  chafte  eyes, 
^  '      Slic  half  conftnts,  who  filently  denies ; 
How  dares  a  ftranger,  with  defigns  fo  vain, 
Marriage  and  hofpitable  rights  profane  ? 
Was  it  for  this  your  fate  did  fhelter  find 
From  fwelling  feas  and  every  faithlefs  wind  ? 
(For  though  a  dilbnt  country  brought  you  forth. 
Your  ufage  here  was  equal  to  your  worth.) 
Docs  this  deferve  to  be  rewarded  fo  ! 
Did  you  come  here  a  fti-angcr,  or  a  foe  ? 
Your  partial  judgment  may  perhaps  complain. 
And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  juft  difdain  ; 
Ill-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  unchafte, 
Nor  my  clear  fame  with  any  fpot  defac'd. 
Though  in  my  face  there's  no  affected  frown. 
Nor  in  my  carriage  a  feign'd  nicenefs  fhown, 
1  keep  my  honour  ftill  without  a  ftain. 
Nor  has  my  love  made  any  coxcomb  vain. 
Your  boldnefs  I  with  admiration  fee  : 
Wliat  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  ? 
Becanfe  a  hero  forc'd  me  once  away. 
Am  I  thought  fit  to  be  a  fecond  prey  ? 

Had 
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Had  I  been  won,  I  had  deferv'd  your  blame, 

But  fure  my  part  was  nothing  but  the  fhame  y 

Yet  the  bafe  theft  to  him  no  truit  did  bear, 

I  'fcap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  fear  : 

Rude  force  might  fome  unwilHng  kifles  gain. 

But  that  was  all  he  ever  could  obtain. 

You  on  fuch  terms  would  ne'er  have  let  me  go  j 

Were  he  Hke  you,  we  had  not  parted  fo. 

Untouch'd  the  youth  reftor'd  me  to  my  friends^ 

And  modeft  ufage  made  me  fome  amends. 

'Tis  virtue  to  repent  a  vicious  deed : 

Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  fucceed  ? 

Sure  'tis  fome  fate  that  fets  me  above  wrongs. 

Yet  Hill  expofes  me  to  bufy  tongues. 

I'll  not  complain,  for  who's  difpleas'd  with  love. 

If  it  fmcere,  difcreet,  and  conilant  prove  ? 

But  that  I  fear — not  that  I  think  you  bafe. 

Or  doubt  the  blooming  beauties  of  my  face  y 

But  all  your  fex  is  fubjeft  to  deceive. 

And  ours,  alas  !  too  willing  to  beheve. 

Yet  others  yield,  and  love  o'ercomes  the  beft— » 

But  why  fhould  I  not  fhine  above  the  reft  i 

Fair  Leda's  lloiy  feems  at  firlt  to  be 

A  fit  example  ready  found  for  me  : 

But  fhe  was  couzen'd  by  a  borrow'd  fhape, 

And  under  harmlefs  feathers  felt  a  rape  : 

If  I  fliould  yield,  what  reafon  could  I  ufe  ? 

By  what  miftake  the  loving  crime  excufe  ? 

Her  fault  was  in  her  powerful  lover  loft  ; 

But  of  what  Jupiter  have  I  to  boaft  ? 

Thougk 
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Though  you  to  heroes  and  to  kings  fuccced. 

Our  famous  race  docs  no  addition  need ; 

And  great  alliances  but  ufelefs  prove 

To  one  that  fprings  bcrfclf  from  mighty  Jove. 

(lO  then  and  boail  in  fome  lefs  haughty  place 

Your  Phrygian  blood,  and  Priam's  ancient  race. 

Which  I  would  ihcw  I  valued,  if  I  durft  ; 

You  are  the  fifth  from  Jove,  but  I  the  firft. 

The  crown  of  Troy  is  powerful,  I  confefs. 

But  I  have  reafon  to  think  ours  no  lefs. 

Your  letter,  fill'd  with  promifes  of  all 

That  men  can  good,  and  women  pleafant  call. 

Gives  expcAation  fuch  an  ample  field 

As  would  move  goddefles  themfclves  to  yield  ; 

But,  if  I  e'er  offend  great  Juno's  laws, 

Yourfelf  Ihall  be  the  dear,  the  only  caufe  ; 

Either  my  honour  I'll  to  death  maintain. 

Or  follow  you  without  mean  thoughts  of  gain  : 

Not  that  fo  fair  a  prefent  I  defpife  ; 

We  like  the  gift,  when  we  the  giver  prize  ; 

But  'tis  your  love  moves  me,  which  made  you  take 

Such  pains,  and  run  fuch  hazards  for  my  fake. 

I  have  perceiv'd  (though  I  difTembled  too) 

A  thoufand  things  that  love  has  made  you  do  : 

Your  eager  e\'es  would  almoft  dazzle  mine, 

In  which   (wild  man!)  your  wanton  thoughts  would 

fhine. 
Sometimes  you'd  figh,  fometimes  diforder'd  fland, 
And  with  unufual  ardour  prefs  my  hand  ; 
Contrive  juft  after  me  to  take  the  glafs. 
Nor  would  you  let  the  leall  occaiion  pafs ; 

Which 
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Which  oft'  I  fear'd  I  did  not  mind  alone, 
And  blufhing  fat  for  things  which  you  have  done ; 
*l^hen  muiTnur'd  to  myfelf,  He'll  for  my  fake 
Do  any  thing,  I  hope  'twas  no  miftake. 
Oft  have  i  read  within  this  pleafant  grove, 
Under  my  name,  thefe  charming  words,  /  love^ 
I,  frowning,  feem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame, 
But  now,  alas  !  am  come  to  write  the  fame. 
If  I  were  capable  to  do  amifs, 
I  could  not  but  be  fenfible  of  this. 
For,  oh  !  your  face  has  fuch  peculiar  charms. 
That  who  can  hold  from  flying  to  your  arms  ! 
But  what  I  ne'er  can  have  without  offence. 
May  fome  bleft  maid  poflefs  with  innocence. 
Plcafure  may  tempt,  but  virtue  more  fliould  move  j 
Oh  1  karn  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  love. 
What  you  defire  is  fought  by  all  mankind  ; 
As  you  .have  eyes,  fo  others  are  not  blind  : 
Like  you  they  fee,  like  you  my  charms  adore  ; 
They  wifli  not  lefs,  but  you  dare  venture  more. 
Oh  J  had  you  then  upon  our  coafl:s  been  brought, 
My  virgin  love  when  thoufand  rivals  fought. 
You  had  I  feen,  you  fhould  have  had  my  voice. 
Nor  could  my  hufband  juftly  blame  my  choice. 
For  both  our  hopes,  alas  !  you  came  too  late, 
Another  no\/  is  mailer  of  my  fate  : 
More  to  my  wifh  I  could  have  liv'd  \\ith  you, 
And  yet  my  prefent  lot  can  undergo. 
Ceafe  to  folicit  a  weak  woman's  will. 
And  urge  not  her  you  love  to  fo  much  ill.; 

But 
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But  let  me  live  contented  as  I  may, 
And  make  not  my  unfpuited  fame  your  prey  r 
Some  right  you  claim,  fince  naked  to  your  eye» 
Three  goddefTes  difputcd  beauty's  prize  : 
One  ofFer'd  valour,  t'other  crowns ;  but  flie 
Obtain'd  her  caufc,  who  fmiling  promis'd  me. 
But,  firil,  I  am  not  of  belief  fo  light, 
To  think  fuch  nymphs  would  fhcw  you  fuch  a  fight  ; 
Yet,  granting  this,  the  other  part  is  feign'd, 
A  bribe  fo  mean  your  fcntcncc  had  not  gain'd. 
With  partial  eyes  I  (hould  myfclf  regard, 
To  think  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward  j 
I  humbly  am  content  with  human  praife, 
A  goddefs's  applaufe  would  envy  raife  : 
I'ut  be  it  as  you  fay  ;  for  'tis  confeft, 
I'he  men  who  flatter  higheft  pleafe  us  bed  : 
riiat  I  fufpeft  it  ought  not  to  difpleafe, 
For  miracles  are  not  believ'd  with  eaft. 
One  joy  I  have,  that  I  had  Venus'  voice  ; 
A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  choice ; 
That  profFer'd  laurels,  promis'd  fovereignty, 
Juno  and  Pallas,  you  contemn'd  for  me. 
Am  I  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 
WTiat  heart  of  rock  but  muft  by  this  be  won  ? 
And  yet  bear  witnefs,  O  ye  powers  above, 
How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  arts  of  love  ! 
My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  men. 
This  Is  th'  eflay  of  my  unprattls'd  pen  : 
Happy  thofe  nymphs  whom  ufe  has  perfect  made, 
I  think  all  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  ihade  : 

Ev'a 
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Ev'n  while  I  write,  my  fearful  confcious  eyes 

Look  often  back,  mifdoubting  a  furprife  : 

For  now  the  rumour  fpreads  among  the  crowd. 

At  court  in  whifpers,  but  in  town  aloud. 

Diflemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  them  fay  : 

To  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  way  ; 

Yet,  if  you  will  diffemble  it,  you  may. 

Love  fecretly  :  the  abfence  of  my  lord 

More  freedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afford : 

Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  his  ilay, 

Call'd  by  affairs  of  confequence  away. 

To  go  or  not,  when  unrefolv'd  he  flood, 

I  bid  him  make  what  fwift  return  he  could  : 

Then  kiffmg  me,  he  faid,  I  recommend 

All  to  thy  cai-e,  but  moil  my  Trojan  friend. 

I  fmird  at  what  he  innocently  faid, 

And  only  anfwer'd,  You  fhall  be  obey'd. 

Propitious  winds  have  borne  him  far  from  lience. 

But  let  not  this  fecure  your  confidence  : 

Abfent  he  is,  yet  abfent  he  commands  : 

You  know  the  proverb,  "  Princes  have  long  hands.'* 

My  fame's  my  burden,  for  the  more  I'm  prais'd, 

A  jufter  ground  of  jealcufy  is  rais'd  : 

Were  I  lefs  fair,  I  might  have  been  more  blefl, 

Great  beauty  through  great  danger  is  poffcll. 

To  leave  me  here,  his  venture  was  not  hard, 

Becaufe  he  thought  my  virtue  was  my  guard  : 

He  fear'd  my  face,  but  trailed  to  m.y  life, 

The  beauty  doubted,  but  beiiev'd  the  wife. 

You 
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You  bid  mc  ufc  th'  occufion  while  T  can, 

Put  in  your  hands  by  the  gocd  eafy  man. 

I  would,  and  yet  I  doubt  'twixt  love  and  fear ; 

One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brings  mc  near. 

Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  hufband's  gone  : 

The  nights  are  long  ;   I  fear  to  lie  alone  ; 

One  houfe  contains  us,  and  weak  walls  divide. 

And  you're  too  preding  to  be  long  deny'd. 

IjCt  mc  not  live,  but  ever)'  thing  confpircs 

To  join  our  loves,  and  yet  my  fear  retires. 

You  court  with  words,  when  you  fhould  force  employ; 

A  rape  is  reqniilte  to  fhame-fac'd  joy  : 

Indulgent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive. 

Our  fex  can  fuffer  what  we  dare  not  give. 

What  have  I  faid  !  for  both  of  us  'twere  beft, 

Our  kindling  fire  if  each  of  us  fupprefl. 

The  faith  of  ftrangers  is  too  prone  to  change. 

And,  like  themfclves,  their  wandering  paflions  range. 

Hypfipyla,  and  the  fond  Minoian  maid. 

Were  both  by  tnifting  of  their  guefl  betray'd  : 

How  can  I  doubt  that  other  men  deceive. 

When  you  yoiirfclf  did  fair  Oencne  leave  ? 

But,  lell  I  Ihould  upbraid  your  treachery, 

You  make  a  merit  of  that  crime  to  me. 

You  grant  you  were  to  faithful  love  inclin'd, 

Your  weary  Trojans  wait  but  for  a  wind. 

Should  you  prevail,  while  I  affign  the  night, 

Your  fails  are  hoiftcd,  ard  you  take  your  flight ; 

Some  bawling  mariner  our  love  deftrovs. 

And  breaks  afiinda-  our  Unfinilli'd  joVs. 

But 
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But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  Spartan  port, 
To  view  tiie  Trojun  wealth  and  Priam's  court. 
Shown  while  I  fee,  1  fliall  expofe  my  fame, 
And  fill  a  foreign  country  with  my  fliame. 
In  Afia  what  reception  (hall  I  find  ! 
And  what  diflionour  leave  in  Greece  behind ! 
What  will  your  brothers,  Priara,  Hecuba, 
And  what  will  all  your  modefl  matrons  fay  ? 
Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  aftion  you  reileft, 
My  future  conduft  juftly  may  fufpedl ; 
And  whate'er  ftranger  lands  upon  your  coafl,, 
Conclude  me,  by  your  own  example,  loft. 
I,  from  your  rage,  a  ftrumpet's  name  (hall  hear,,. 
While  you  forget  what  part  in  it  you  bear  i 
You,  my  crime's  author,  will  my  crime  upbraid  :. 
Deep  under  ground,  oh  !.  let  me  firft  be  laid  ! 
You  boall  the  pomp  and  plenty  of  your  land. 
And  promife  all  ihall  be  at  my  command  : 
Your  Trojan  wealth,  beheve  me,  I  delpife ; 
My  own  poor  native  land  has  dearer  ties. 
Should  I  be  injur'd  on  your  Phrygian  fhore. 
What  help  of  kindred  could  I  there  implore  I 
Medea  was  by  Jafon's  flattery  won  ; 
I  may,  like  her,  believe  and  be  undone. 
Plain  honeil  hearts,  like  mine,  fufpeft  no  cheat,> 
And  love  contributes  to  its  own  deceit. 
The  fliips,  about  whofe  fidea  loud  tempefts  roar. 
With  gentle  winds  wei-e  wafted  from  the  fhore. 
Your  teeming  mother  dreamt  a  flaming  brand, 
Sprung  from  her  womb,  confum'd  the  Trojan  land  ; 

To 
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To  fecond  this,  old  prophecies  confp?re, 

That  Ihum  fhall  be  burnt  with  Grecian  fire  : 

Both  give  me  fear,  nor  is  it  much  allay'd, 

That  Venus  is  obhg'd  our  loves  to  aid. 

For  they  who  loft  their  caufe,  revenge  will  take. 

And  for  one  friend  two  enemies  you  make. 

Nor  can  I  doubt  but,  fhould  I  foMow  you, 

The  fword  would  foon  our  fatal  crime  purfue  : 

A  wrong  fo  great  my  hiifband's  rage  would  rouze. 

And  my  relations  would  his  caufe  efpoufe. 

You  boaft  your  ftrength  and  courage  ;  but,  alas  ! 

Your  words  receive  fmall  credit  from  your  face. 

Let  heroes  in  the  dufty  field  delight, 

Thofe  limbs  were  fafiiion'd  for  another  fight. 

Bid  Heclor  fally  from  the  walls  of  Troy  ; 

A  fweeter  quarrel  fhould  your  arms  employ. 

Yet  fears  like  thefe  (hould  not  my  mind  perplex, 

Were  I  as  wife  as  many  of  my  fex  : 

But  time  and  you  may  bolder  thoughts  infpire ; 

And  I,  perhaps,  may  yield  to  your  defire. 

You  laft  demand  a  private  conference : 

Thefe  are  your  words  ;  but  I  can  guefs  your  fenfe. 

Your  unripe  hopes  their  harveft  muft  attend : 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  Time  may  be  vour  friend. 

This  is  enough  to  let  you  underltand. 

For  now  my  pen  has  tir'd  my  tender  hand  ; 

My  woman  knows  the  fecret  of  my  heart, 

And  may  hereafter  better  news  impart. 
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PART     OF     THE      STORY 

O    F 

OR        P        H        E        U        S. 

BEING    A    TR.ANSLATJON    OUT  OF  THE   FOURTH     BOOK 

OF  Virgil's  georgic. 

5^1"*  I  S  not  for  nothing  when  jufl  Heaven  does  frown ; 
The  injur'd  Orpheus  calls  thefe  judgments  down  ; 
Whofe  fpoufe,  avoiding  to  become  thy  prey, 
And  all  his  joys  at  once  were  fnatch'd  away ; 
The  nymph,  fore-doom'd  that  fatal  way  to  pafs, 
Spy'd  not  the  ferpent  lurking  in  the  grafs : 
A  mournful  cry  the  fpacious  valley  fills, 
With  echoing  groans  from  all  the  neighbouring  hills  ; 
The  Dryades  roar  out  in  deep  defpair, 
And  with  united  voice  bewail  the  fair. 

For  fuch  a  lofs  he  fought  no  vain  relief. 
But  with  his  lute  indulg'd  the  tender  grief; 
Along  the  fnore  he  oft'  would  wildly  ftray. 
With  doleful  notes  begin  and  end  the  day. 
At  lengtli  to  hell  a  frightful  journey  made, 
Pafs'd  the  wide-gaping  gulph  and  difmal  fhade ; 
Vifits  the  ghofls,  and  to  that  king  repairs       f 
Whofe  heart's  inflexible  to  human  prayers. 
All  hell  is  i-avilh'd  with  fo  fweet  a  fong ; 
Light  fouls  and  airy  fpirits  glide  along 
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In  troops,  like  millicms  of  the  featlicr'd  kind, 
Driven  home  by  niglit,  or  fome  tempeftuous  wind  : 
Matrons  and  men,  raw  youths  and  unripe  maids  ; 
And  miglity  heroes'  m   -e  majeilic  fliades ; 
And  fons  entomb'd  before  their  parents  face  ; 
Thefe  the  black  waves  of  bounding  Styx  embrace 
Nine  times  circumfluent ;  clogg'd  with  noifome  weeds. 
And  all  that  filth  which  Handing  water  breeds. 
Amazement  reach'd  ev'n  the  deep  caves  of  death  ; 
The  fillers  with  blue  fnaky  curls  took  breath  j 
Jxion's  wheel  awhile  unmov'd  remain'd. 
And  the  fierce  dog  his  threc-mouth'd  voice  reftrain'd. 

\Vlien  fafe  return'd,  and  all  thefe  dangers  pall. 
His  wife,  rellor'd  to  breathe  fre(h  air  at  laft, 
Following  (for  lo  Proferpina  was  pleas'd), 
A  fudden  rage  th'  unwai-y  lover  ftiz'd; 
He,  as  the  firft  bright  glimpfe  of  day-light  fhin'd, 
Could  not  refrain  to  call  one  look  behind  ; 
A  fault  of  love  !  could  hell  compaflion  find. 
A  dreadful  found  thrict  (hook  the  Stygian  coafl. 
His  hopes  quite  fled,  and  ail  his  labour  loll ! 
Why  haft  thou  thus  undone  thyfelf  and  me  ? 
What  rage  is  this  ?  oh,  I  am  fnatch'd  from  thee  ! 
(She  faintly  cry'd)  Night  and  the  powers  of  hell 
Surround  my  fight  ;  oh,  Orpheus  !  oh,  farewell ! 
My  hands  ftretch  forth  to  reach  thee  as  before  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  for  I  am  thine  no  more  ; 
No  more  allow'd  to  view  thy  face,  or  day  ! — 
Then  from  his  eyes,  like  fmoke,  (he  flheets  away. 

F  2  Much 
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Much  he  would  fain  have  fpoke  :  but  fate,  alas ! 

Would  ne'er  again  confent  to  let  him  pafs. 

Thus  twice  undone,  what  courfe  rennain'd  to  take, 

To  gain  her  back,  already  pafs'd  the  lake  ? 

What  tears,  what  patience,  could  procure  him  cafe  ? 

Or,  ah  !   what  vows  the  angry  powers  appeafe  ? 

'Tis  faid,  he  feven  long  moons  bewail'd  his  lofs 

To  bleak  and  barren  rocks,  on  v\'hofe  cold  mofs. 

While  languifhing  he  fung  his  fatal  flame. 

He  mov'd  ev'n  trees,  and  made  fierce  tigers  tame. 

So  the  fad  nightingale,  when  childlefs  made 
By  fome  rough  fwain  who  ftole  her  young  away. 

Bewails  her  lofs  beneath  a  poplar  fhade. 
Mourns  all  the  night,  in  murmurs  waftes  the  day  j 
Her  melting  fongs  a  doleful  pleafure  yield, 
And  melancholy  mufic  fills  the  field. 

Marriage  nor  love  could  ever  move  his  mind  ; 
But  all  alone,  beat  by  the  northern  wind, 
Shivering  on  Tanais'  banks  the  bard  remain'd, 
And  of  the  god's  unfruitful  gift  complain'd. 
Circonian  dames,  enrag'd  to  be  defpis'd. 
As  they  the  feaft  of  Bacchus  folemniz'd, 
Slew  the  poor  youth,  and  ftrevv'd  about  his  limbs ; 
His  head,  torn  off  from  the  fair  body,  fwims 
Down  that  fwift  current  where  the  Heber  flows. 
And  ftill  its  tongue  in  doleful  accents  goes. 
Ah,  poor  Euiydice  !  he  dying  cry'd  } 
Eurydice  rcfounds  from  every  fide. 
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/^F  all  ihofe  arts  in  which  the  wife  excel, 

Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well : 
No  writing  lifts  exalted  man  fo  high, 
As  facrcd  and  foul-moving  potfy  : 
No  kind  of  work  requires  fo  nice  a  touch. 
And,  if  well  finifh'd,  nothing  (hines  fo  much. 
But  Heaven  forbid  we  fhonld  be  fo  profane. 
To  grace  the  vulgar  with  that  noble  name. 
'Tis  not  a  flafh  of  fancy,  which  fometimes, 
Dazzling  our  minds,  fets  off  the  (lighted  rhymes  : 
Bright  as  a  blaze,  but  in  a  moment  done  : 
True  wit  is  everlafling,  like  the  fun, 
Which,  though  fometimes  behind  a  cloud  rctir'd. 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admir'd. 
Number  and  rhyme,  and  that  harmonious  found, 
Which  not  the  niceft  ear  v/ith  harlhnefs  wound, 
Are  necefiary,  yet  but  vulgar  arts  ; 
And  all  in  vain  thefe  fuperficial  parts 
Contribute  to  the  ftrufture  of  the  whole. 
Without  a  genius  too  ;  for  that's  the  fuul : 


*  The  "  ElTay  on  Satire,"  which  was  written  by  (his  noSle 
author  anJ  Mr.  Dryden,  is  piloted  among  the  Poems  of  the 
latter. 
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A  fpirit  which  infpires  the  work  throughout. 

As  that  of  nature  moves  the  world  about ; 

A  flame  that  glows  amidll  conceptions  fit ; 

Ev'n  foniething  of  divine,  and  more  than  wit ; 

Itfelf  unfeen,  yet  all  things  by  it  fhown, 

Defcribing  all  men,  but  defcrib'd  by  none. 

Where  doft  thou  dwell  ?  what  caverns  of  the  brain 

Can  fuch  a  vail  and  mighty  thing  contain  ? 

When  I,  at  vacant  hours,  in  vain  thy  abfence  mourn, 

Oh  !  where  doft  thou  retire  ?  and  why  doft  thou  return, 

Sometimes  with  powerful  charms  to  hurry  me  away. 

From  pleafures  of  the  night,  and  bufinefs  of  the  day  ? 

Ev'n  now,  too  far  tranfported,  I  am  fain 

To  check  thy  courfe,  and  ufe  the  needful  rein. 

As  all  is  dulnefs,  when  the  fancy's  bad  ; 

So,  without  judgment,  fancy  is  but  mad  : 

And  judgment  has  a  boundlefs  influence 

Not  only  in  the  choice  of  words,  or  fenfe, 

But  on  the  world,  on  manners,  and  on  men ; 

Fancy  Is  but  the  feather  of  the  pen  ; 

Reafon  is  that  fubftantial  ufeful  part. 

Which  gains  the  head,  while  t'other  wins  the  heart, 

Hei-e  I  fiiall  all  the  various  forts  of  verfe. 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetiy  rehearfe  ; 
But  who  that  taflc  would  after  Horace  do  ?  ^ 
The  beft  of  mafters,  and  examples  too  ! 
Echoes  at  beft,  all  we  can  fay  Is  vain  ; 
Dull  the  defign,  and  frultlefs  were  the  pain. 
'TIs  true,  the  ancients  we  may  rob  with  eafe  ; 
But  who  with  that  mean  fliift  himfelf  can  pleafe, 

With- 
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Without  an  attor's  pride  ?  A  player's  art 
Is  above  his,  who  writes  a  bonow'd  part. 
Yet  modem  laws  are  made  for  later  faults. 
And  new  abfurdities  infpire  new  thoughts  : 
What  need  has  fatire  then  to  live  on  theft, 
AVhen  fo  much  frefh  occafion  llill  is  left  ? 
Fertile  our  foil,  and  full  of  rankefl  weeds, 
And  monfters  worfe  than  ever  Nilus  breeds. 
But  hold,  the  fools  (hall  have  no  caufe  to  fear  j 
'Tis  wit  and  fenfe  that  is  the  fubjecl  here  ; 
Defefts  of  witty  men  deferve  a  cure. 
And  thofe  who  are  fo,  will  ev'n  this  endure. 

Firft  then,  of  Songs  ;  which  now  fo  much  abound, 
Without  his  fong  no  fop  is  to  be  found ; 
A  moil  offenfive  weapon,  which  he  draws 
On  all  he  meets,  againft  Apollo's  laws. 
Though  nothing  feems  more  eafy,  yet  no  part 
Of  poetry  requires  a  nicer  art ; 
For  as  in  rows  of  richeft  pearl  there  lies 
Many  a  bleniifh  that  efcapes  our  eyes. 
The  leaft  of  which  defefts  is  plainly  fhown 
In  one  fmall  ring,  and  brings  the  value  down : 
So  fongs  fhould  be  to  juft  perfection  wrought ;  T 

Yet  where  can  one  be  feen  without  a  fault  ?  r 

Exaft  propriety  of  words  and  thought ;  J 

Expreffion  eafy,  and  the  fancy  high  ; 
Yet  that  not  feem  to  creep,  nor  this  to  fly  ; 
No  words  tranfpos'd,  but  in  fuch  order  all. 
As  wrought  with  care,  yet  feem  by  chance  to  fall. 

F  X  Here, 
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Here,  as  in  al!  things  elfe,  is  mod  unfit, 
Bare  ribaldiy,  tliat  poor  pretence  to  wit ; 
Such  naufeous  fongs  by  a  late  author  *  made. 
Call  an  unwilling  cenfure  on  his  fhade. 
Not  that  warm  thoughts  of  the  tranfporting  joy- 
Can  /hock  the  chafteit,  or  the  nicelt  cloy  ; 
But  words  obfcene,  too  grofs  to  move  defire, 
L.ike  heaps  of  fuel,  only  choke  the  fire. 
On  otiier  themes  he  well  deferves  our  praife  ; 

But  palls  that  appetite  he  meant  to  raife. 
Next,  Elegy,  of  fweet,  but  folemn  voice, 

And  of  a  fubjeft  grave,  exadls  the  choice ; 

The  praife  of  beauty,  valour,  wit  contains  ; 

And  there  too  oft'  defpairing  love  complains  : 

In  vain,  alas  !  lor  who  by  wit  is  mov'd  ? 

That  pha;nix-fhe  deferves  to  be  belov'd,; 

But  noify  nonfenfe,  and  fuch  fops  as  vex 

Mankind,  take  moft  with  that  fantaftic  fex. 

This  to  tiie  praife  of  thofe  who  better  knew; 

The  many  raife  the  value  of  the  few. 

But  here   (as  all  our  fex  too  oft'  have  try'd) 

Women  have  drawn  my  wandering  thoughts  afide. 

Their  greateft  fault,  who  in  this  kind  have  writ, 

Is  not  defect  in  words,  or  want  of  wit ; 

Bui  fhould  this  Mufe  harmonious  numbers  yield, 

And  every  couplet  be  with  fancy  fiU'd  ; 

*   The    Earl  of  Rochefter. It  maybe  obferved,   however 

that  many  of    the    worft   fongs  afcribcd  to  this  nobleman    were 
I'purious.         N, 

If 


} 
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If  yet  a  juft  coherence  be  not  made 

Between  each  thought  ;  and  the  whole  model  laid 

So  right,  that  ever)-  hne  may  higher  rife, 

Like  goodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  (kies  : 

Such  trifles  may  perhaps  of  late  have  pall, 

And  may  be  likM  awhile,  but  never  laft  ; 

'Tis  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will, 

But  not  an  elegy,  nor  writ  with  (kill, 

No  *  Panegyrick,  nor  a  f  Cooper's  Hill. 

A  higher  flight,  and  of  a  happier  force, 
Are  Odes  :  the  Mufes'  moll  unruly  hurfe, 
That  bounds  fo  fierce,  the  rider  has  no  reit, 
Here  foams  at  mouth,  and  moves  like  one  poffefs'd. 
The  poet  here  mull  be  indeed  infpir'd, 
VVith  fury  too,  as  well  as  fancy  fir'd. 
Cowley  might  boaft  to  have  perform 'd  this  part, 
Had  he  with  nature  join'd  the  rules  of  art ; 
But  fometimes  diclion  mean,  or  verfe  ill-wrought. 
Deadens,  or  clouds,  his  noble  frame  of  thought. 
Though  all  appear  in  heat  and  fury  done, 
The  language  Hill  mufl:  foft  and  eafy  run. 
Thefe  laws  may  found  a  little  too  fevere  ; 
But  judgment  yields,  and  fancy  governs  here. 
Which,  thougli  extravagant,  this  Mufe  allows, 
And  makes  the  work  much  eafier  than  it  fhows. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  wifeft  men  could  find 
To  mend  the  age,  and  mortify  mankind, 
Satire  well-writ  has  moft  fuccefsfiil  prov'd. 
And  cures,  becaufe  the  remedy  is  lov'd. 
•  WdUcr"»,  t  Denham's 
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'Tis  hard  to  wTite  on  fuch  a  fubjeft  more. 
Without  repeating  things  faid  oft'  before  : 
Some  vulgar  errors  only  we'll  remove, 
That  ftain  a  beauty  which  we  fo  much  love. 
Of  chofen  words  fome  take  not  care  enough, 
And  think  they  fliould  be  as  the  fubjeft  rough  ; 
This  poem  muil  be  more  exactly  made, 
And  fharpell  thoughts  in  fmoothefl;  words  convey'd. 
Some  think,  if  (harp  enough,  they  cannot  fail. 
As  if  their  only  bufmefs  was  to  rail : 
But  humian  frailty  nicely  to  unfold, 
DillinguiHies  a  fatyr  from  a  fcold. 
Rage  you  muil  hide,  and  prejudice  lay  down  ; 
A  fatyr's  fmile  is  (harper  than  his  frown  ; 
So  while  you  feem  to  flight  fome  rival  youth, 
Malice  itfelf  may  pafs  fometimes  for  truth. 
The  Laureat  *  here  may  juftly  claim  our  praife, 
Crown'd  by  Mack-  Fleckno  -|-  with  immortal  bays  ; 
Yet  once  his  Pegafus  J  has  borne  dead  weight. 
Rid  by  fome  lumpifh  minifler  of  ftate. 

Here  reft,  my  Mufe,  fufpend  thy  cai'es  awhile, 
A  more  important  tafk  attends  thy  toil. 
As  fome  young  eagle,  that  defigns  to  fly 
A  long  unwonted  journey  through  the  fl<y. 
Weighs  all  the  dangerous  enterprize  before, 
O'er  what  wide  lands  and  feas  fhe  is  to  foar, 

*  Mr.  Dryden. 

+  A  famous  fatirical  Poem  of  his. 

J  A  poem  called  The  Hind  and  Panther. 

Doubt 
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Doubts  her  own  ftrength  fo  far,  and  julUy  fears 
The  lofty  road  of  airy  travellers  ; 
But  yet  incited  by  fome  bold  defign. 
That  does  her  hopes  beyond  her  fears  incline. 
Prunes  every  feather,  views  herfelf  with  care. 
At  laft,  refolv'd,  (he  cleaves  the  yielding  air  ; 
Away  fhe  flies,  fo  ftrong,  fo  high,  fo  fall. 
She  leflens  to  us,  and  is  loit  at  laft  : 
So  (though  too  weak  for  fuch  a  weighty  thing) 
The  Mufe  infpires  a  (harper  note  to  fing. 
And  why  fiiould  truth  offend,  when  only  told 
To  guide  the  ignorant,  and  warn  the  bold  ? 
On  then,  my  Mufe,  adventurouily  engage 
To  give  inftrui^ions  that  concern  the  ftage. 

The  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place. 
Which,  if  obferv'd,  give  plays  fo  great  a  grace. 
Are,  though  but  httle  praAis'd,  too  well  known 
To  be  taught  here,  where  we  pretend  alone 
From  nicer  faults  to  purge  the  prefent  age, 
Lefs  obvious  errors  of  the  Englifh  ftage. 

Firft  then.  Soliloquies  had  need  be  few. 
Extremely  ftiort,  and  fpoke  in  pafiion  too. 
Our  lovers  talking  to  themfelves,  for  want 
Of  others,  make  the  pit  their  confidant ; 
Nor  is  the  matter  mended  yet,  if  thus 
They  truft  a  friend,  only  to  tell  it  us ; 
Th'  occafion  ftiould  as  naturally  fall. 
As  when  Bellario  *  confefTes  all. 


In  Philafler,  a  play  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 


FicTiire 
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Figures  of  fpeech,  which  poets  think  fo  fine, 
(Art's  needlefs  varnifh  to  make  nature  fhine) 
All  are  but  paint  upon  a  beauteous  face, 
And  in  defcriptions  only  claim  a  place  : 
But,  to  make  rage  declaim,  and  grief  difcourfe. 
From  lovers  in  defpair  fine  things  to  force, 
Muft  needs  fucceed  ;  for  who  can  choofe  but  pity 
A  dying  hero,  miferably  witty  ? 
But  oh  !  the  Dialogues,  where  jeft  and  mock 
Is  held  up  like  a  reft  at  fliittle-cock  ; 
Or  clfe,  like  bells,  eternally  they  chime. 
They  figh  in  Simile,  and  die  in  Rhyme. 
What  things  are  thefe  who  would  be  poets  thought 
By  nature  not  infpir'd,  nor  learning  taught  ? 
Some  wit  they  have,  and  therefore  may  deferve 
A  better  courfe  than  this,  by  which  they  ilarve  : 
But  to  write  plays  !  why,  'tis  a  bold  pretence 
To  judgment,  breeding,  wit,  and  eloquence: 
Nay  more  ;  for  they  mufl  look  within,  to  find 
Thofe  fecret  turns  of  nature  in  the  mind  ; 
Without  this  part,  in  vain  would  be  the  whole. 
And  but  a  body  all,  without  a  foul. 
All  this  united  yet  but  makes  a  part 
Of  Dialogue,  that  great  and  powerful  art, 
Now  almoft  loft,  which  the  old  Grecians  knew. 
From  whom  the  Romans  fainter  copies  drew, 
Scarce  comprehended  fince,  but  by  a  few. 
Plato  and  Lucian  are  the  beft  remains 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  this  art  contains ; 

Yet 
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Vet  to  ourfelves  we  juflicc  muft  allow, 

Shakefpcare  and  Fletcher  are  the  wonders  now : 

Confider  them,  and  read  them  o'er  and  o'er. 

Go  fee  them  play'd  ;  then  read  them  as  before ; 

For  though  in  many  things  they  grofsly  fail, 

Over  our  paffions  ftill  they  fo  prevail, 

That  our  own  grief  by  theirs  is  rock'd  afleep  ; 

The  dull  are  forc'd  to  feel,  the  wife  to  weep. 

Their  beauties  imitate,  avoid  their  faults  ; 

Firft,  on  a  plot  employ  thy  careful  thoughts  ; 

Turn  it,  with  time,  a  thoufand  feveral  ways  ; 

This  oft',  alone,  has  given  fuccefs  to  plays. 

Rejeft  that  vidgar  error  (which  appears 

So  fair)  of  making  perfect  charafters  ; 

There's  no  fuch  thing  in  nature,  and  you'll  dra\T 

A  faultlefs  monfter  which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 

Some  faults  muft  be,  that  his  misfortunes  drew, 
But  fuch  as  may  deferve  compafllon  too. 
Befides  the  main  defign  compos'd  with  art. 
Each  moving  fcene  muft  be  a  plot  apart  ; 
Contrive  each  little  turn,  mark  ever)-  place, 
As  painters  firft  chalk  out  the  future  face  : 
Yet  be  not  fondly  your  own  flave  for  this. 
But  change  hereafter  what  appears  amifs. 

Think  not  fo  much  where  fhining  thoughts  to  placCj 
As  what  a  man  would  fay  in  fuch  a  cafe  : 
Neither  in  comedy  will  this  fuffice, 
The  player  too  muft  be  before  Vuur  eyes  ; 
And,  though  'tis  drudgery  to  Joop  fo  low. 
To  him  you  muft  your  fecret  meaning  ftiow. 

Expofc 
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Expofe  no  fingle  fop,  but  lay  the  load 
More  equally,  and  fpread  the  folly  broad  ; 
Merc  coxcombs  are  too  obvious ;  oft'  we  fee 
A  fool  derided  by  as  bad  as  he  : 
Hawks  fly  at  nobler  game  ;  in  this  low  way 
A  very  owl  may  prove  a  bird  of  prey. 
Small  poets  thus  will  one  poor  fop  devour, 
But  to  coUeft,  like  bees,  from  every  flower. 
Ingredients  to  compofe  that  precious  juice, 
"Which  ferves  the  world  for  pleafure  and  for  ufe, 
In  fpite  of  faftioa  this  would  favour  get ; 
But  Falftafi"*  ftands  inimitable  yet. 

Another  fault  which  often  may  befall, 
Is,  when  the  wit  of  fome  great  poet  fliall 
So  overflow,  that  is,  be  none  at  all. 
That  ev'n  his  fools  fpeak  fenfe,  as  if  poffeft. 
And  each  by  infpiration  breaks  his  jell. 
If  once  the  juftnefs  of  each  part  be  loft,  . 
Well  may  we  laugh,  but  at  the  poet's  coft. 
That  filly  thing  men  call  flieer-wit  avoid, 
With  v.'hich  our  age  fo  naufeoufly  is  cloy'd  : 
Humour  is  all ;  wit  (hould  be  only  brought 
To  turn  agreeably  fome  proper  thought. 

But  fince  the  poets  we  of  late  have  known 
Shine  in  no  drefs  fo  much  as  in  their  own. 
The  better  by  example  to  convince, 
Caft  but  a  view  on  this  wrone  fide  of  fenfe. 


} 


*  The  matchlefs  charafter  of  Shakefpeare. 


Firft, 
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Firfl,  a  foliloquy  is  calmly  made, 
Where  every  reaion  is  exaftly  weigh'd  ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  moft  opportunely  comes 
Some  hero  frighted  at  the  ncife  of  drums  ; 
For  her  fweet  fake,  whom  at  firft  fight  he  loves. 
And  all  in  metaphor  his  paflion  proves  : 
But  fome  fad  accident,  though  yet  unknown. 
Parting  this  pair,  to  leave  the  fwain  alone  ; 
He  llrait  grows  jealous,  though  we  know  not  wliy  ; 
Then,  to  cbUge  his  rival,  needs  will  die  : 
But  firft  he  makes  a  fpeech,  wherein  he  tells 
The  abfent  nymph  how  much  his  flame  excels  ; 
And  yet  bequeaths  her  generoufly  now 
To  that  lov'd  rival  whom  he  does  not  know  ! 
WTio  ftrait  appears  ;  but  who  can  fate  withftand  ? 
Too  late,  alas  I  to  hold  his  hafty  hand, 
That  juft  has  given  himfelf  the  cruel  ftroke  i 
At  which  his  very  rival's  heart  is  broke  : 
He,  more  to  his  new  friend  than  miftrefs  kind, 
Moft  fadly  mourns  at  being  left  behind. 
Of  fuch  a  death  prefers  the  pleafing  charms 
To  love,  and  living  in  a  lady's  arms. 
What  fliameful  and  what  monlbous  things  are  thefe  ! 
And  then  they  rail  at  thofe  they  cannot  pleafe  ; 
Conclude  us  only  partial  to  the  dead. 
And  grudge  the  fign  of  old  Ben  Jonfon's  head  ; 
When  the  intrinfic  value  of  the  ftage 
Can  fcarce  be  judg'd  but  by  a  following  age  : 
For  dances,  flutes,  Italian  fongs,  and  rhyme, 
May  keep  up  linking  nonfenfe  for  a  time  ; 

But 
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But  that  muft  fail,  which  now  fo  much  o'er-rules, 
And  fenfe  no  longer  will  fubmit  to  fools. 

Bv  painful  fteps  at  laft  we  labour  up 
Parnaffus'  hill,  on  whofe  bright  airy  top 
The  epic  poets  fo  divinely  fliow. 
And  with  juft  pride  behold  the  reft  below. 
Heroic  poems  have  a  juft  pretence 
To  be  the  utmoft  ftretch  of  human  fenfe  ; 
A  work  of  fuch  ineftimable  worth, 
There  are  but  two  the  world  has  yet  brought  forth ! 
Homer  and  Virgil !  with  what  facred  awe. 
Do  thofe  mere  founds  the  world's  attention  draw  ! 
Juft  as  a  changeling  feems  below  the  reft 
Of  men,  or  rather  is  a  two-legg'd  beaft  ; 
So  thefe  gigantic  fouls  amaz'd  we  find 
As  much  above  the  reft  of  human  kind  ! 
Nature's  whole  ftrength  united  !   endlefs  fame. 
And  univerfal  ftiouts  attend  their  name  ! 
Read  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more. 
For  all  books  elfe  appear  fo  mean,  fo  poor, 
Verfe  will  feem  profe  ;  but  ftill  perfift  to  read, 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 
Had  Boflii  never  writ,  the  world  had  ftill, 
Like  Indians,  view'd  this  wondrous  piece  of  ikill ; 
As  fomething  of  divine  the  work  admir'd  ; 
Not  hop'd  to  be  inftrufted,  but  infpir'd  : 
But  he,  difclofing  facred  myfteries, 
Has  fhewn  where  all  the  mighty  magic  lies ; 
Defcrib'd  the  feeds,  and  in  what  order  fown. 
That  have  to  fuch  a  vaft  proportion  grown. 

Sure 
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Sure  from  fome  angtl  he  the  fecrct  knew. 
Who  through  this  labyrinth  has  lent  the  clue. 

But  what,  alas  !    avails  it  poor  mankind. 
To  fee  this  promis'd  land,  yet  ftay  behind  ? 
The  way  is  (hewn,  but  who  has  ilrcngth  to  go  ? 
Who  can  all  fciences  profoundly  know  ? 
Whofe  fancy  flies  beyond  weak  Reafon's  fight. 
And  yet  has  judgment  to  direft  it  right  ? 
Whofe  juft  difcernment,  Virgil-like,  is  fucli 
Never  to  fay  too  httle  or  too  much  ? 
Let  fuch  a  man  begin  without  delay ; 
But  he  muft  do  beyond  what  I  can  fay ; 
Muft  above  TafTo's  lofty  flights  prevail, 
ucceed  where  Spenfer,  and  ev'n  Milton  fail. 


ODE     ON      BRUTUS. 

I. 

^Tp  I  S  fald,  that  favourite,  mankind, 
Was  made  the  lord  of  all  below  ; 
But  yet  the  doubtful  are  concern'd  to  find, 
^Tis  only  one  man  tells  another  fo. 

And,  for  this  great  dominion  here. 

Which  over  other  beafts  we  claim, 
Reafon  our  bell  credential  does  appear. 

By  which  indeed  we  domineer, 
But  how  abfurdly,  we  may  fee  with  lliame.. 

Vol.  XXXII.  G  ReafoB, 
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Reafon,  that  folemn  trifle  !   light  as  air, 
Driven  up  and  down  by  cenfure  or  applaufe  ; 

By  partial  love  away  'tis  blown, 
Or  the  leaft  prejudice  can  weigh  it  down  ; 
Thus  our  high  privilege  becomes  our  fnare. 

In  any  nice  and  weighty  caufe, 
How  v^eak,  at  beft,  is  Reafon  !   yet  the  grave 
Impofe  on  that  fmall  judgment  w'hich  we  have, 

II. 

In  all  thofe  wits,  whofe  names  have  fpread  fo  wide. 

And  ev'n  the  force  of  time  defy'd, 

Some  failings  yet  may  be  defcry'd. 
Among  the  relt,  with  wonder  be  it  told, 
That  Brutus  is  admir'd  for  Ctefar's  death  ; 
By  which  he  yet  furvives  in  Fame's  immortal  breath. 

Brutus,  t'v'n  he,  of  all  the  reft. 
In  whom  we  fliould  that  deed  the  mofl  deleft. 

Is  of  mankind  efteem'd  the  beft. 
As  fnow,  defcending  from  fome  lofty  hill, 
Is  by  its  rolling  courfe  augmenting  ftill, 
So  from  illuftrioiis  authors  down  have  roU'd 
Thofe  great  encomiums  he  receiv'd  of  old  : 

Republic  orators  will  fhew  efteem. 

And  gild  their  eloquence  with  praife  of  him  : 
But  Truth,  unveil'd,  like  a  bright  fun  appears. 
To  Hiine  away  this  heap  of  feventeen  hundred  yeais. 

III. 

In  vain  'tis  urg'd  by  an  illuftrioiis  wit, 
(To  whom  in  all  befides  I  willingly  fubmit) 

2  iliat 
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TTiat  Caefar's  life  no  pity  could  deferve 

From  one  who  kill'd  himfclf,  rather  than  ferve. 

Had  Brutus  chofe  rather  hlmfelf  to  flay, 

Than  any  mafter  to  obey, 
Happy  for  Rome  had  been  that  noble  pride  ; 
The  world  had  then  remain'd  in  peace,  and  only  Brutus 
dy'd. 
For  he,  whofe  foul  difdalns  to  own 
Subjetlion  to  a  tyrant's  frown, 
And  his  own  life  would  rather  end, 
\Vould  fure  much  rather  kill  himfelf,   than  only  hurt 
Ills  friend. 
To  his  own  fword  in  the  Philippian  field 

Brutus  indeed  at  lall  did  yield  : 
But  in  thofe  times  felf-killing  was  not  rare, 
And  his  proceeded  only  from  defpair : 

He  might  have  chofen  elfe  to  live, 
In  hopes  another  Caefar  would  forgive  ; 
Then,  for  the  good  of  Rome,  he  could  once  more 
Confpire  againft  a  life  which  had  fpar'd  his  before. 

IV. 

Our  country  challenges  our  utmoft  care. 
And  in  our  thoughts  defences  the  tendered  fhare  ; 
Her  to  a  thoufand  friends  we  (hould  prefer, 
Yet  not  betray  them,  though  it  be  for  her. 
Hard  is  his  heart,  whom  no  defert  can  move, 

A  miftrefs  or  a  friend  to  love, 
Above  whate'er  he  does  befides  enjoy  ; 
But  may  he,  for  their  fakes,  his  fire  or  fons  dellroy  ! 

G  2  For 
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For  facred  jnftice,  or  for  public  good, 

Scorn'd  be  our  wealth,  our  honour,  and  our  blood  : 

In  fuch  a  caufe,  want  is  a  happy  ftate, 

Ev'n  low  difgrace  would  be  a  glorious  fate  ; 

And  death  itfelf,  when  noble  fame  furvives, 

More  to  be  valued  than  a  thoufand  lives. 

But  'tis  not  furcly  of  fo  fair  renown 
To  fpill  another's  blood,  as  to  expofe  our  own : 
Of  all  that's  ours  we  cannot  give  too  much, 
But  what  belongs  to  friendfhip,  oh !   'tis  facrilege  to 
touch. 

V. 
Can  we  fland  by  unmov'd,  and  fee 
Our  mother  robb'd  and  ravifli'd  ?    Can  we  be 

Excus'd,  if  in  her  caufe  we  never  ftir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  ravifher  ? 

Thus  fings  our  bard  with  heat  almoft  divine ; 
'Tis  pity  that  his  thought  was  not  as  ftrong  as  fine. 
Would  it  more  juftly  did  the  cafe  exprefs. 
Or  that  its  beauty  and  its  grace  were  lefs. 
(Thus  a  nymph  fometimes  we  fee. 
Who  fo  charming  feems  to  be. 
That,  jealous  of  a  foft  furprife, 
We  fcarce  durft  trull  our  eager  eyes) 
Such  a  fallacious  ambufh  to  efcape, 
It  were  but  vain  to  plead  a  willing  rape  ; 
A  valiant  fon  would  be  provok'd  the  more ; 
A  force  we  therefore  mull  confefs,  but  adled  long  before  j 

A  marriage  fmce  did  intervene, 
With  all  the  folemn  and  the  facred  fcene  ; 

Loud 
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Loud  was  the  Hymenean  fong  ; 
The  violated  dame  *  walk'd  fmilingly  along. 
And  in  the  midft  of  'the  mod  facred  dance, 

As  if  enamour'd  of  his  fight, 
Often  fhe  cail  a  kind  admiring  glance 
On  the  bold  ftrugglcr  for  delight ; 
Who  afterwards  appear'd  fo  moderate  and  cool, 
Aa  if  for  public  good  alone  he  fo  defir'd  to  ride. 

VI. 

But,  oh  !    that  this  were  all  which  we  can  urge 

Againfl  a  Roman  of  fo  great  a  foul ! 

And  that  fair  trutli  permitted  us  to  purge 
His  fact,  of  what  appears  fo  foul ! 

Friendlhip,  that  facred  and  fublimeft  thing  ! 

The  nobleft  quality,  and  chiefcft  good, 
(In  this  dull  age  fcarce  underilood) 
Iiifpires  us  with  unufual  warmth  her  iniur'd  rites  to  fing. 

Afiift,  ye  angelo !    whofe  immortal  blifs, 

Though  more  refm'd,  chiefly  coniifls  in  this. 
How  plainly  your  bright  thoughts  to  one  another  fliine  ! 
Oh  !   how  ye  all  agree  in  harmony  divine  ! 
The  race  of  mutual  love  with  equal  zeal  ye  nm, 
A  courfe,  as  far  from  any  end,  as  wlien  at  fii-ft  begun. 

Ye  faw,  and  fmil'd  upon  this  matchlefs  pair, 
"Who  ftill  betwixt  them  did  fo  many  nrtues  fhare. 

Some  which  belong  to  peace,  and  fome  to  ftrife, 

Tlvofe  of  a  calm,  and  of  an  adlive  life, 

♦  Rome. 
G  3  That 
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That  all  the  excellence  of  human-kind 
Concurr'd  to  make  of  both  but  one  united  mind. 
Which  Friendlhip  did  fo  faft  and  clofely  bind, 
Not  the  leaft  cement  could  appear  by  which  their  fouls 
were  join'd. 
That  tye  which  holds  our  mortal  frame. 
Which  poor  unknowing  we  a  foul  and  body  name. 

Seems  not  a  compofition  more  divine, 
Or  more  abftrufe,  than  all  that  does  in  friendfhip  fhine. 

VII. 
From  mighty  Caefar  and  his  boundlefs  grace, 
Though  Brutus,  once  at  leaft,  his  life  receiv'd  ; 
Such  obligations,  though  fo  high  believ'd. 

Are  yet  but  flight  in  fiicli  a  cafe. 
Where  friendfhip  fo  polfefTes  all  the  place. 
There  is  no  room  for  gratitude  ;   fmce  he. 
Who  fo  obliges,  is  more  pleas'd  than  his  fav'd  friend 
can  be. 
Juft  in  the  midft  of  all  this  noble  heat, 
Wliile  their  great  hearts  did  both  fo  kindly  beat. 
That  it  amaz'd  the  lookers-on, 
And  forc'd  them  to  fufpeft  a  father  and  a  fon ;  * 
(Though  here  ev'n  Nature's  felf  ftill  feesn'd  to  be  out- 
done) 
From  fuch  a  friendfhip  unprovok'd  to  fall 
Is  horrid,  yet  I  wifh  that  fa£t  were  all 
Which  does  with  too  much  caufe  Ungrateful  Brutuscall, 

*  Csfar  was  fufpeitcd  to  have  begotten  Brutus. 

VIII.  I« 
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VIII. 
In  cooleft  blood  he  laid  a  long  defign 
Agalnft  his  belt  and  dearell  fritnd  ; 
Did  ev'n  his  foes  in  zeal  exceed, 
To  fpirit  others  up  to  work  fo  black  a  deed  ; 
Himfelf  the  centre  where  they  all  did  join. 
Csefar,  meantime,  fearlcfs,  and  fond  of  him. 

Was  as  induftrious  all  the  while 
To  give  fuch  ample  mr.rks  of  fond  efteem, 
As  made  the  graved  Romans  fmile 
To  fee  with  how  much  eafe  love  can  the  wife  beguile. 
He,  whom  thus  Brutus  doomed  to  bleed. 
Did,  fetting  his  own  race  afide, 
Nothing  lefs  for  him  provide, 
Than  in  the  world's  great  empire  to  fucceed : 
Which  we  are  bound  in  juftice  to  allow. 
Is  all-fufficicnt  proof  to  fhov/ 
That  Brutus  did  not  ftrike  for  his  own  fake : 
And  if,  alas  !  he  fail'd,  'twas  only  by  miftake. 
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MISCELLANIES- 


RAPTURE. 

T  YIELD,   I  yield,  and  can  no  longer  ftay 
-*■  My  eager  thoughts,  that  force  themfelves  away. 
Sure  none  inipir'd  ,(whofe  heat  tranfports  them  ftill 
Above  their  reafon,  and  beyond  their  will) 
Can  firm  againft  the  ftrong  impulfe  remain  ; 
Cenfure  Itfelf  were  not  fo  fliarp  a  pain. 
Let  vulgar  minds  fubmit  to  vulgar  fway  ; 
What  Ignorance  fliall  think,  or  Malice  fay. 
To  me  are  trifles  ;   if  the  knowing  few. 
Who  can  fee  faults,  but  can  fee  beauties  too, 
Applaud  that  genius  which  themfelves  partake, 
And  fpare  the  Poet  for  the  Mufe's  fake. 

The  Mufe,  who  raifes  me  from  humble  ground, 
To  view  the  vaft  and  \  arlous  world  around ; 
How  fall  I  mount  !   in  what  a  w^ondrous  way 
I  grow  tvanfported  to  this  large  furvey  ! 
I  value  earth  no  more,  and  far  below 
Methinks  I  fee  the  bufy  pigmies  go. 
My  foul  entranc'd  is  in  a  rapture  brought 
Above  the  common  tracks  of  vulgar  thought : 
With  fancy  wing'd,  I  feel  the  purer  air, 
And  with  contempt  look  down  on  human  care. 

Airy 


THE     RAPTURE.  S9 

Airy  Ambition,  ever  foaring  high, 
Stands  firft  expos'd  to  my  cenforious  eye. 
Behold  fome  toiling  up  a  flipper)'  hill, 
Where,  though  arriv'd,  they  muft  be  toiling  ftilh 
Some,  wKh  unlleady  feet,  juil  fallen  to  ground. 
Others  at  top,  whofc  heads  are  turning  round. 
To  this  high  fphere  it  happens  ftill  that  fome. 
The  mod  unfit,  are  forwarded  to  come  ; 
Yet  among  thcfe  are  princes  forc'd  to  choofc. 
Or  fetk  out  fuch  as  would  perhaps  refufe. 
Favour  too  great  is  fafely  plac'd  on  none, 
And  foon  becomes  a  dragon  or  a  drone  ; 
Either  rcmifs  and  negUgent  of  all, 
Or  clfe  imperious  and  tyrannical. 

The  Mufe  infpircs  me  now  to  look  again, 
/   nd  fee  a  meaner  fort  of  iordid  men 
Doating  on  little  heaps  of  yellow  dull ; 
For  that  defpifing  honour,  cafe,  and  lufl. 
Let  other  bards,  exprefiing  how  it  fliines, 
Defcribe  with  envj'  what  the  mifer  finds  ; 
Only  as  heaps  of  dirt  it  fecms  to  me, 
Where  we  fiich  defpicable  vermin  fee. 
Who  creep  through  filth  a  thoufand  crooked  ways, 
Infenfible  of  infamy  or  praifc  : 
Loaded  ifv'ith  guilt,  they  ftill  purfue  their  courfs. 
Not  ev'n  reftrain'd  by  love  or  friendfliip's  force. 

Not  to  enlarge  on  fuch  an  obvious  thought, 
Behold  their  fblly,  which  tranfcends  their  fault ! 
Alas  !    their  cares  and  cautions  only  tend 
'To  gain  the  means,  and  then  to  lofe  the  end. 

Like 
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Like  heroes  in  romances,  ftill  in  fight 

For  miftreffes  that  yield  them  no  dehght. 

This,  of  all  vice,  does  moll  debafe  the  mind. 

Gold  is  itfelf  th'  allay  to  human-kind. 

Oh,  happy  times !    when  no  fuch  thing  as  coin 

E'er  tempted  friends  to  part,  or  foes  to  join ! 

Cattle  or  corn,  among  thofe  harmlefs  men. 

Was  all  their  wealth,  the  gold  and  filver  then  : 

Corn  was  too  bulky  to  corrupt  a  tribe, 

And  bellowing  herds  would  have  betray'd  the  bribe, 

Ev'n  traffic  now  is  intercourfe  of  ill. 
And  every  wind  brings  a  new  mifchief  ftill } 
By  trade  we  flouridi  in  our  leaves  and  fruit. 
But  avarice  and  excefs  devour  the  root. 

Thus  far  the  Mufe  unwillingly  has  been 
Fix'd  on  the  dull,  lefs  happy  forts  of  fin  ; 
But  now,  more  pleas'd,  fhe  views  the  different  ways 
Of  luxury,  and  all  its  charms  furveys. 
Dear  luxury  !   thou  foft,  but  fure  deceit ! 
Rife  of  the  mean,  and  ruin  of  the  great ! 
Thou  fure  prefage  of  ill-approaching  fates, 
The  bane  of  empires,  and  the  change  of  ftates  ! 
Armies  in  vain  refill  thy  mighty  power  ; 
Not  the  worft  conduA  would  confoiaid  them  more» 
Thus  Rome  herfelf,  while  o'er  the  world  flie  flew. 
And  did  by  virtue  all  that  world  fubdue. 
Was  by  her  own  viftorious  arms  opprefs'd. 
And  catch'd  infeftion  from  the  conquer'd  Eaft  ; 
Whence  all  thofe  vices  came,  which  foon  devour 
The  bcfl  foundations  of  renown  and  power. 

But 
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But  oh  !   what  need  have  we  abroad  to  roam, 
Who  feel  too  mucli  the  fad  cfFefts  at  home, 
Of  wild  excefs  ?  which  we  fo  plainly  find 
Decays  the  body,  and  impairs  the  mind. 
But  yet  grave  fops  mull  not  prefume  from  hence 
To  flight  the  facred  pleafures  of  tJie  fenfe : 
Our  appetites  are  Nature's  laws,  and  given 
Under  the  broad  authentic  feal  of  heaven. 
Let  pedants  wrangle,  and  let  bigots  fight, 
I'o  put  rellraint  on  innocent  dehght, 
lUit  Heaven  and  Nature  's  always  in  the  right ; 
They  would  not  draw  poor  wretched  mortals  in. 
Or  give  defires  that  (hall  bo  doom'd  fur  lin. 
Yet,  that  in  height  of  harmlefs  joy  we  may 
Lad  to  old  age,  ?.nd  never  lofe  a  day, 
Amidft  our  pleafures  we  ourfelves  fhould  fpare, 
And  manage  all  with  temperance  and  care. 
The  gods  forbid  but  we  fometlmes  may  fteep 
Our  joys  in  wine,  and  luQ  our  cares  afleep  : 
It  raifes  nature,  ripens  feeds  of  worth. 
As  molftening  pictures  calls  the  colours  forth  ; 
But  if  the  vamifh  we  too  oft'  apply, 
Alas  !    like  colours,  we  grow  faint,  and  die. 
Hold,  hold,  impetuous  Mufe  :    I  would  reftrain 
Her  over-eager  heat,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
Abandon'd  to  dehghts,  (he  longs  to  rove  ; 
I  check'd  her  here,  and  now  fhe  flies  to  love  ; 
Shews  me  fome  rural  nymph,  by  fhepherd  chas'd. 
Soon  overtaken,  and  as  foon  embrac'd  : 

The 
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The  grafs  by  her,  as  fhe  by  him,  is  prefs'd ; 
For  fhame,  my  Mufe,  let  fancy  guefs  the  reft : 
At  fuch  a  point  fancy  can  never  ftay, 
But  flies  beyond  whatever  you  can  fay. 
Behold  the  filent  fhades,  the  amorous  grove. 
The  dear  delights,  the  very  aft  of  love. 
This  is  his  loweft  fphere,  his  country  fcene, 
Where  love  is  humble,  and  his  fare  but  mean  5 
Yet  fpringing  up  without  the  help  of  art, 
Leaves  a  fmcerer  relifh  in  the  heart, 
More  healthfully,  though  not  fo  finely  fed, 
And  better  thrives  than  where  more  nicely  bred. 
But  'tis  in  courts  where  moft  he  makes  a  fliow. 
And,  high  enthron'd,  governs  the  world  below ; 
For  though  in  hiftories  learn'd  ignorance 
Attnbutes  aU  to  cunning  or  to  chance, 
Love  will  in  thofe  difguifes  often  fmile. 
And  knows  the  caufe  was  kindnefs  all  the  While, 
What  ilorj,  place,  or  perfon,  cannot  prove 
The  boundlefs  influence  of  mighty  love  ? 
Where'er  the  fun  can  vigorous  heat  infpire, 
Both  fexes  glow,  and  languifli  with  defire. 
The  weary'd  fwain,  fail  in  the  arms  of  fleep, 
Love  can  awake,  and  often  fighing  keep  ; 
And  bufy  gown-men,  by  fond  love  difguis'd. 
Will  leifure  find  to  make  themfelves  defpis'd. 
The  proudefl:  kings  fubmit  to  beauty's  fway ; 
Beauty  itfelf,  a  greater  prince  than  they, 
Lies  fometimcs  languifliing  with  all  its  pride 
By  a  belov'd,  though  fickle  lover's  fide. 
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I  mean  to  fliglit  the  foft  enclianting  charm, 
But,  oh  !   my  head  and  heart  are  both  too  warm. 
I  doat  on  woman-kind  wfth  all  their  faults. 
Love  turns  my  fatire  into  fofteft  thoughts ; 
Of  all  that  palTion  which  our  peace  deltroys 
Inftead  of  mifchiefs,  I  dcfcribe  the  joys. 
But  fhort  will  be  his  reign  (I  fear  too  fhort). 
And  prefent  cares  fhall  be  my  future  fport. 
Then  Love's  bright  torch  put  out,  his  arrows  broke, 
Loofe  from  kind  chains,  and  from  th'  engaging  yoke, 
To  all  fond  thoughts  I'll  (ing  fuch  counter-charms. 
The  fair  fhall  lillen  in  their  lovers  arms. 

Now  the  enthufiallic  fit  is  fpent, 
1  feel  my  weaknefs,  and  too  late  repent. 
As  they  who  walk  in  dreams  oft'  climb  too  high 
For  fenfe  to  follow  with  a  waking  eye ; 
And  in  fuch  wild  attempts  are  blindly  bold. 
Which  afterwards  they  tremble  to  behold : 
So  I  review  thefe  fallies  of  my  pen. 
And  modeft  reafon  is  return'd  again ; 
My  confidence  I  curfe,  my  fate  accufe. 
Scarce  hold  from  cenfuring  the  facred  Mufe. 

No  wretched  poet  of  the  railing  pit, 
No  critic  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit, 
1  s  more  fevere  from  ignorance  and  fpite, 
Than  I  with  judgment  againft  all  I  write. 
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Mr.  HOBBES,  and  his  WRITINGS. 

^  U  C  H  is  the  mode  of  thefe  cenfonous  days. 

The  art  is  loft  of  knowing  how  to  praife ; 
Poets  are  envious  now,  and  fools  alone 
Admire  at  wit,  becaufe  themfelves  have  none. 
Yet  whatfoe'er  is  by  vain  critics  thought, 
Praifing  is  harder  much  than  finding  fault ; 
In  homely  pieces  ev'n  the  Dutch  excel, 
Italians  only  can  draw  beauty  well. 

As  firings,  alike  wound  up,  fo  equal  prove. 
That  one  refounding  makes  the  other  move  ; 
From  fuch  a  caufe  our  fatires  pleafe  fo  much. 
We  fympathize  with  each  ill-natur'd  touch  ; 
And  as  the  fharp  infection  fpreads  about, 
The  reader's  malice  helps  the  writer  out. 
To  blame,  is  eafy  ;   to  commend,  is  bold  ; 
Yet,  if  the  Mufe  infpires  it,  who  can  hold  ? 
To  merit  we  are  bound  to  give  applaufe. 
Content  to  fufFer  in  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

While  in  dark  ignorance  Ave  lav  afraid 
Of  fancies,  ghofls,  and  every  empty  fliade  ; 
Great  Hobbes  appear'd,  and  by  plain  reafon's  light 
Put  fuch  fantaflic  forms  to  fhameful  flifrht. 
Fond  is  their  fear,  who  think  men  needs  mufl  be 
To  vice  enflav'd,  if  from  vain  terrors  free^ 

The 
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The  wife  and  good  morality  will  guide, 
And  fuperftition  all  the  world  befide. 

In  other  authors,  though  the  thought  be  good, 
'Tis  not  fometimes  fo  eafily  underftood  ; 
That  jewel  oft'  unpolifh'd  has  remain'd  ; 
Some  words  fhould  be  left  out,  and  fome  explain'd  ; 
So  that,  in  fcarch  of  fcnfe,  we  either  ftray, 
Or  clfe  grow  wear)-  in  fo  rough  a  way. 
But  here  fweet  eloquence  does  ahvays  fmiie. 
In  fuch  a  choice,  yet  unafTe6\cd  ftyle, 
As  muft  both  knowledge  and  delight  impart. 
The  force  of  reafon,  with  the  flowers  of  art ; 
Clear  as  a  beautiful  tranfparent  (kin, 
Which  Dever  hides  the  blood,  yet  holds  it  in : 
Like  a  delicious  itream  it  ever  ran, 
As  fmooth  as  woman,  birt  as  ftrong  as  man. 

Bacon  himfelf,  whofe  ur.iverfal  wit 
Does  admiration  through  the  world  beget, 
Scarce  more  his  age's  ornament  is  thought, 
Or  greater  credit  to  his  country  brought. 

While  fame  is  young,  too  v.'eak  to  fly  away, 
Malice  purfues  her,  like  fome  bird  of  prey  ; 
But  once  on  wing,  then  all  th-  quarrels  ceafe  ; 
Eavy  herfelf  i«  gkd  to  be  at  peace. 
Gives  over,  weary'd  with  fo  high  a  flight. 
Above  her  reach,  and  fcarce  within  her  fight. 
Hobbes,  to  this  happy  pitch  arriv'd  at  laft. 
Might  have  look'd  down  with  pride  on  dangers  pafl : 
But  n;ch  the  frailty  is  of  human-kind, 
Men  toil  for  fame,  •.viuch  no  man  lives  to  find ; 

Long 
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Long  ripening  under  ground  this  China  lies  ; 
Fame  bears  no  fruit,  till  the  vain  planter  dies. 
Thus  Nature,  tir'd  with  his  unufual  length 
Of  life,  which  put  her  to  her  utmoft  ftrength,. 
Such  flock  of  wit  unable  to  fupply, 
To  fpare  herlelf,  was  glad  to  let  him  die. 


WRITTEN    OVER     A     GATE, 

T  T  ERE  lives  a  man,  who,  by  relation, 
-*-  "^  Depends  upon  predeftination  ; 
For  which  the  learned  and  the  wife 
His  underllanding  much  defpife  : 
But  I  pronounce  with  loyal  tongue 
Him  in  the  right,  them  in  the  wrong  ;. 
For  how  could  fuch  a  wretch  fucceed, . 
But  that,  alas,  it  was  decreed  ? 


THE 

MIRACLE,        1707. 

E  R  I  T  they  hate,  and  wit  they  flight ; 
They  neither  aft,  nor  reafon  right, 
And  nothing  mind  but  pence. 
Unflcilful  they  viftorious  are, 
Conduft  a  kingdom  without  care, 
A  council  without  fenfe. 

So 
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So  Mofcs  once,  and  Joniua, 
And  that  virago  Dtbora, 

Bedrid  poor  Ifrael : 
Like  reverence  pay  to  thefe  !   for  who 
Could  ride  a  nation  as  they  do, 

Without  a  mii-aclc  ? 


O  D  E 

ON       THE 

DEATH    OF    HENRY    PURGE  LL. 

/'"^  OOD  angels  fnatch'd  him  eagerly  on  high  ; 
^^    Joyful  they  flew,  finglng  and  foaring  through  the 

'iky. 
Teaching  his  new-fledg'd  foul  to  fly  ; 
WTiile  we,  alas  !   lamenting  lie. 
He  went  mufing  all  along, 
Compofmg  new  their  heavenly  fong. 
A  while  his  fkilful  notes  loud  hallelujahs  drown'd  ; 
But  foon  they  ceas'd  their  own,  to  catch  his  pleafing 
found. 
David  himfelf  improv'd  the  harmony, 
David,  in  facred  Itory  fo  renown'd 
No  lefs  for  mufic,  than  for  poetry  ! 
Genius  fublime  in  either  art ! 
Crown'd  with  applaufe  furpaffing  all  defert ! 
A  man  juft  after  God's  own  heart ! 
Vol.  XXXII.  H  If 
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It  human  cares  are  lawful  to  the  bleft. 
Already  fettled  in  eternal  reft  ; 
Needs  muft  he  wifh  that  Purcell  only  might 
Have  liv'd  to  fet  what  he  vouchfaf'd  to  write  ; 
For,  fure,  the  noble  thirft  of  fame 
With  the  frail  body  never  dies  ; 
But  with  the  foul  afcends  the  flcies. 

From  whence  at  firft  it  came. 
'Tis  fure  no  little  proof  we  have 
That  part  of  us  furvives  the  grave, 
And  in  our  fame  below  ftiU  bears  a  fhare : 
Why  is  the  future  elfe  fo  much  our  care, 
Ev'n  in  our  lateft  moment  of  defpair  ? 
And  death  defpis'd  for  fame  by  all  the  wife  and  brave  ? 

Oh,  all  ye  bleft  harmonious  choir ! 
Who  power  almighty  only  love,  and  only  that  admire  ! 
Liook  down  with  pity  from  your  peaceful  bower. 
On  this  fad  ifle  perplex'd, 
And  ever,  ever  vex'd 
With  anxious  care  of  trifles,  wealth  and  power. 
In  our  rough  minds  due  reverence  infufe 
For  fweet  melodious  founds,  and  each  harmonious  Mufe. 

Mufic  exalts  man's  nature,  and  infpires 
High  elevated  thoughts,  or  gentle,  kind  delii'es. 


O    Nf 
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ON    THE    LOSS    OF    AN    ONLY    SON,    ROBERT    MARQiJIS 
OF    NORMANBY. 

/^UR  morning's  gay  and  fliining; 
^"'^     The  days  our  joys  declare  ; 
At  evening  no  repining  ; 

And  night  's  all  void  of  care. 

A  fond  tranfported  mother 

Was  often  heard  to  crv', 
Oh,  where  is  fuch  an  other 

So  blefs'd  by  Heaven  as  I  ? 

A  child  at  firft  was  wanting  ; 

Now  fuch  a  fon  is  fent, 
As  parents  moft  lamenting 

In  him  would  find  content, 

A  child  of  whom  kind  Heaven 

Not  only  hope  bellows. 
But  has  already  given 

Him  all  our  hopes  propofe. 

The  happy  fire's  poflefling 

Hii  ihare  in  fuch  a  boy. 
Adds  Hill  a  greater  blefling 

To  all  my  other  joy. 

But  ah  !  this  (hiny  weather 

Became  too  hot  at  lafl: ; 
Black  clouds  began  to  gather, 

And  all  the  Iky  o'ercaft. 

H  2  So 
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So  fierce  a  fever  rages, 

We  all  lie  drown 'd  in  tears  ; 
And  difmal  fad  prefages 

Come  thundering  in  our  ears. 

The  doubts  that  made  us  languifh 

Did  worfe,  far  worfe  than  kill. 
Yet,  oh,  with  all  their  anguifh, 

Would  we  had  doubted  ftill ! 

But  why  fo  much  digreffion. 

This  fatal  lofs  to  fhow  ? 
Alas,  there's  no  expreflion 

Can  tell  a  parent's  woe  ! 

O    N 

Mr.     pope,     andhis     POEMS. 

"T 'l  7 ITH  age  decay'd,  with  courts  and  bufinefs  tir'd, 

'  Caring  for  nothing  but  what  eafe  requir'd, 

Too  ferious  now  a  wanton  Mufe  to  court. 
And  from  the  critics  fafe  arriv'd  in  port ; 
I  little  thought  of  launching  forth  again, 
Amidft  adventurous  rovers  of  the  pen  ; 
And,  after  fome  fmall  undeferv'd  fuccefs, 
Thus  hazarding  at  laft  to  make  it  lefs. 

Encomiums  fuit  not  this  cenforious  time, 
Itfelf  a  fubjeft  for  fatiric  rhyme  ; 
Ignorance  honour'd,  wit  and  worth  defam'd, 
Folly  triumphant,  and  ev'n  Homer  blam'd. 

But 
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But  to  this  genius,  join'd  with  fo  much  art. 
Such  various  learning  mix'd  in  every  part. 
Poets  are  bound  a  loud  applaufe  to  pay  ; 
Apollo  bids  it,  and  they  muft  obey. 

And  yet  fo  wondious,  fo  fublime  a  thing, 
As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarce  could  make  me  fing  ; 
Except  I  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend. 
One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed, 
Can  all  dcfert  in  fcicnccs  exceed. 

'Tis  great  dchght  to  laugh  at  fome  men's  wavs ; 
But  a  much  greater  to  give  merit  praifc. 


STANZAS. 

'fXT  HE  NE'ER  my  foolifli  bent  to  public  good. 

Or  fonder  zeal  for  fome  mifguided  prince, 
Sliall  make  my  dangerous  humour  underftood. 
For  changing  minifters  for  men  of  fenfc  ; 

When,  vainly  proud  to  fhew  my  public  care, 
And  ev'n  afham'd  to  fee  three  nations  fool'd, 

I  fliall  no  longer  bear  a  vsTctched  Ihare 
In  ruling  ill,  or  being  over-ruPd  : 

Then,  as  old  lechers  in  a  winter's  night 

To  yawning  hearers  aU  their  pranks  difclofe  ; 

And  what  decay  deprives  them  of  delight. 
Supply  with  vain  endeavours  to  impofe  : 

H  3  Jufl 
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Juft  fo  fhall  I  as  idly  entertain 

Some  ftripling  patriots,  fond  of  feeming  wife  ; 
Tell,  how  I  ftill  could  great  employments  gain, 

"Without  concealing  truths,  or  whifpering  lies  ! 

Boaft  of  fucceeding  in  my  country's  caufe 
Ev'n  againfl  fome  almofl  too  high  to  blame ; 

Whom,  when  advanc'd  beyond  the  reach  of  laws, 
I  oft'  had  ridicul'd  to  fenfe  and  fliame  : 

Say,  I  refilled  the  moft  potent  fraud. ; 

But  friendlefs  merit  openly  approv'd  } 
And  that  I  was  above  the  being  aw'd 

Not  only  by  my  prince,  but  thofe  he  lov'd  : 

Who  knows  but  my  example  then  may  pleafe 
Such  noble,  hopeful  fpirits  as  appear 

Willing  to  flight  their  pleafures  and  their  eafe, 
For  fame  and  honour  ?  till  at  laft  they  hear. 

After  mucli  trouble  borne,  and  danger  run, 
The  crown  affifted,  and  my  country  ferv'd ; 

Without  good  fortune  I  had  been  undone. 
Without  a  good  eftate  I  might  have  llarv'd. 


4 


THE 
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THE 

ELECTION  OF  A  POET  LAUREAT 

IN     M.DCC.XIX. 

A     FAMOUS  afTcmbly  was  fummon'd  of  late  : 
'^^*-  To  crown  a  new  Laureat,  came  Phoebus  in  (late. 
With  all  that  Montfaucon  hiinfclf  could  defne, 
His  bow,  laurel,  harp,  and  abundance  of  fire. 

At  Bartlemew-fair  ne'er  did  bullies  fo  jufUe, 
No  countty-eleftion  e'er  made  fuch  a  bulUc  : 
From  garret,  mint,  tavern,  they  all  pod  away. 
Some  thirfting  for  fack,  fome  ambitious  of  bay. 

All  came  with  full  confidence,  flufh'd  with  vain  hope. 
From  Gibber  and  Durfey,  to  Prior  and  Pope. 
Phoebus  fmil'd  on  thefe  laft,  but  yet  ne'erthelefs. 
Said,  he  hop'd  they  had  got  enough  by  the  prefs. 

With  a  huge  mountain-load  of  heroical  lumber, 
Wliich  from  Tonfon  to  Curll  every  prefs  had  groan'd 

under. 
Came  Blackmore,and  cry'd.  Look,  all  thefe  aremy  lays. 
But  at  prefent  I  beg  you'd  but  read  my  EfTays. 

Lampooners  and  critics  rufh'd  in  like  a  tide. 
Stern  Dennis  and  Gildon  came  firfl:  frJe-by-flde. 
Apollo  confefs'd  that  their  laflies  had  ilings. 
But  beadles  and  hangmen  were  never  chofe  kings. 

H  4  Steele 
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Steele  long  had  fo  cunningly  manag'd  the  town. 
He  could  not  be  blam'd  for  expedling  the  crown  ; 
Apollo  demurr'd  as  to  granting  his  wifh, 
But  wifli'd  him  good  luck  in  his  projeft  of  fifli. 

Lame  Congreve,  unable  fuch  things  to  endure. 
Of  Apollo  begg'd  either  a  crown  or  a  cure  ; 
To  refufe  fuch  a  writer,  Apollo  was  loth, 
And  almoft  inclin'd  to  have  granted  him  both. 

When  Buckingham  came,  he  fcarce  car'd  to  be  feen. 
Till  Phoebus  defir'd  his  old  friend  to  walk  in  ; 
But  a  la::reat  peer  had  never  been  known. 
The  commoners  claim'd  that  place  as  their  own. 

Yet  if  the  kind  god  had  been  ne'er  fo  inclin'd 
To  break  an  old  rule,  yet  he  well  knew  his  mind. 
Who  of  fuch  preferment  would  only  make  fport, 
And  laugh'd  at  all  fuitors  for  places  at  court. 

Notwithftanding  this  law,  yet  Lanfdowne  was  nam'd. 
But  Apollo  with  kindnefs  his  indolence  blam'd. 
And  faid  he  would  choofe  him,  but  that  he  fhoiild  fear 
An  employment  of  trouble  he  never  could  bear. 

A  prelate  *  for  wit  and  for  eloquence  fam'd, 
Apollo  foon  mifs'd,  and  he  needs  not  be  nam'd  ; 
Since  amidft  a  whole  bench,  of  which  fome  are  fo  bright, 
No  one  of  them  Ihines  fo  learn'd  and  polite. 

To  Shippen,  Apollo  was  cold  with  refpeft. 
Since  he  for  the  ftate  could  the  Mufes  negleft  : 

•*  Dr  Atterbury,  Bifliop  of  Rochefter. 

But 
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But  faid,  in  a  greater  aflembly  he  (hin'd, 
And  places  were  things  he  had  ever  declin'd. 

Trapp,  Young,  and  Vanbnigh,  expefted  reward. 
For  fomc  things  writ  well :  but  Apollo  declar'd 
That  one  was  too  flat,  the  other  too  rough, 
And  the  third  fure  already  had  places  enough. 

Pert  Budgell  came  next,  and,  demanding  the  bays, 
Said,  thufe  works  mull  be  good,  which  had  Addifon's 

praife  ; 
But  Apollo  reply'd,  Child  Euftace,  'tis  known, 
Moll  authors  will  praife  whatfoever's  their  own. 

^^^len  Philips  came  forth,  as  (larch  as  a  Quaker, 
Whofe  fimple  profcHlon's  a  Palloral-makcr  ; 
Apollo  advis'd  him  from  playhoufe  to  keep, 
And  pipe  to  nought  eUe  but  his  dog  and  his  fheep. 

iughes,  Fenton,  and  Gay,  came  lail  in  the  train. 
Too  modcll  to  aik  for  the  crown  they  would  gain  ; 
Phoebus  thought  them  too  bafhful,  and  faid  they  would 

need 
More  boldnefs,  if  ever  they  hop'd  to  fucceed. 

Apollo,  now  driven  to  a  curfcd  quandar}', 
Was  wishing  for  Swift,  or  the  fam'd  Lady  Mar}-  : 
Nay,  had  honell  Tom  Southeme  but  been  within  call — 
But  at  laft  he  grew  wanton,  and  laugh'd  at  them  all : 

And  fo  fpying  one  who  came  only  to  gaze, 
A  hater  of  verfe,  and  defpifer  of  plays ; 
To  him  in  great  form,  without  any  delay, 
(Though  a  zealous  fanatic)  prefented  the  bay. 

AU 
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All  the  wits  ftood  aftonifh'd  at  hearing  the  god 
So  gravely  pronounce  an  eleftion  fo  odd  ; 
And  though  Prior  and  Pope  only  laugh'd  in  his  face, 
Moll  others  were  ready  to  fink  in  the  place.    ' 

Yet  fome  thought  the  vacancy  open  was  kept. 
Concluding  the  bigot  would  never  accept : 
But  the  hypocrite  told  them,  he  well  underftood, 
Though  the  funftion  was  wicked,  the  ftipend  was  good. 

At  laft  in  rufh'd  Eufden,  and  cr)''d,  "  Who  fhall  have  it, 
"  But  I,  the  true  laureat,  to  whom  the  king  gave  it  ?'* 
Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim  ; 
But  vow'd,  though,  till  then  he  ne'er  heard  of  his  name. 

O     N 

THE         TIMES. 


SINCE  in  vain  our  parfons  teach. 
Hear,  for  once,  a  poet  preach. 
Vice  has  loft  its  very  name, 
Skill  and  cozenage  thought  the  fame  ; 
Only  playing  well  the  game. 
Foul  contrivances  we  fee 
Call'd  but  ingenuity  : 
Ample  fortunes  often  made 
Out  of  frauds  in  every  trade, 
Which  an  aukward  child  afford 
Enough  to  wed  the  greateft  lord. 
The  mifer  ftarves  to  raife  a  fon, 
But,  if  once  the  fool  is  gone, 


} 


Years 
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Years  of  thrift  fcarce  fcn'e  a  day, 
Rakc-htrll  fquanders  all  away. 
Hufbands  feeking  for  a  place, 

Or  toiling  for  their  pay  ; 
While  their  wives  undo  their  race 

By  petticoats  and  play  : 
Breeding  boys  to  drink  and  dice, 
Carrying  girls  to  comedies, 
Where  mama's  intrigues  are  fhown, 
Wlilch  ere  long  will  be  their  own. 
Having  firfl:  at  fermon  flept, 
Tedious  day  is  weekly  kept 
By  worfe  hypocrites  than  men, 
Till  Monday  comes  to  cheat  again. 
Ev'n  among  the  nobleft-born. 
Moral  virtue  is  a  fcorn  ; 
Gratitude,  but  rare  at  beft, 
And  fidelity  a  jeft. 
All  our  wit  but  party-mocks. 
All  our  wifdom  raifing  llocks  : 
Counted  folly  to  defend 
Sinking  fide,  or  falling  friend. 
Long  an  officer  may  ferve, 
Prais'd  and  wounded,  he  may  ftarve ; 
No  receipt,  to  make  him  rife. 
Like  inventing  loyal  lies. 
We,  whofe  anceftors  have  fhln'd 

In  arts  of  peace,  and  fields  of  fame, 
To  111  and  Idlenefs  inclln'd. 

Now  are  grown  a  public  fhame. 

Fatal 
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Fatal  that  inteftine  jar, 
Which  produc'd  our  civil  war ! 
Ever  fince,  how  fad  a  race  ! 
Senfelefs,  violent,  and  bafe  ! 


o  N     T  H   E 

DUKE       OF       YORK 

BANISHED     TO     BRUSSELS. 

Feel  a  ftrange  impulfe,  a  ftrong  defire, 
(For  what  vain  thoughts  will  not  a  Mufe  infpire  ?) 
To  fing  on  lofty  fubjefts,  and  to  raife 
My  own  low  fame,  by  writing  James's  praife. 

Oft'  have  we  heard  the  wonders  of  his  youth, 
Obferv'd  thofe  feeds  of  fortitude  and  truth. 
Which  fmce  have  fpread  fo  wide,  fo  wondrous  high, 
The  good  diftrefs'd  beneath  that  fhelter  lie. 

In  arms  more  aftive  than  ev'n  war  requir'd, 
And  in  the  midft  of  mighty  chiefs  admir'd. 
Of  all'Heaven's  gifts,  no  temper  is  fo  rare. 
As  fo  much  courage  mix'd  with  fo  much  care. 
When  martial  fire  makes  all  the  fpirity  boil. 
And  forces  youth  to  military  toil ; 
No  wonder  it  ihould  fiercely  then  engage  : 
Women  themfelves  will  venture  in  a  rage  : 
But  in  the  midil  of  all  that  furious  heat. 
While  fo  intent  on  actions  brave  and  great. 
For  other  lives  to  feel  fuch  tender  fears. 
And,  carelefs  of  his  own,  to  care  for  tlieirs ; 

Is 
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Is  that  compofure  which  a  hero  makes, 
And  which  illuftrious  York  alone  partakes, 
With  that  great  man*,  whofe  fame  has  flown  fo  far. 
Who  taucrht  him  firft  the  noble  art  of  war. 

o 

Oh,  wondrous  pair  !   whom  equal  virtues  crown. 
Oh  worthy  of  each  other's  vaft  renown  ! 
None  but  Turenne  with  York  could  glory  fhare. 
And  none  but  York  defcrve  fo  great  a  mailer's  care. 

Scarce  was  he  come  to  blefs  his  native  ifle, 
And  reap  the  foft  reward  of  glorious  toil, 
But,  like  Alcides,  dill  new  dangers  call 
His  courage  forth,  and  ftill  he  vanquifh'd  all. 

At  fea,  that  bloody  fcene  of  boundlefs  rage, 
^Vhe^e  floating  caftles  in  fierce  flames  engage 
(Where  Mars  himfelf  does  frowningly  command. 
And  by  lieutenants  only  fights  at  land) ; 
For  his  own  fame  howe'er  he  fought  before. 
For  England's  honour  yet  he  ventur'd  more. 

In  thofe  black  times,  when,  fatlion  raging  high. 
Valour  and  Innocence  were  forc'd  to  fly, 
With  York  they  fled ;  but  not  deprefl:  his  mind. 
Still,  like  a  diamond  in  the  duft,  it  (hin'd. 
When  from  afar  his  drooping  friends  beheld 
How  in  diftrefs  he  ev'n  himfelf  excell'd ; 
How  to  his  envious  fate,  his  country's  frown. 
His  brother's  will,  he  facrific'd  his  own  ; 
They  rais'd  their  hearts,  and  never  doubted  more 
But  that  jull  Heaven  would  all  our  joys  rellore. 

•  The  Marefchal  de  Turenne. 

So 
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So  when  black  clouds  furround  heaven's  glorious  face, 
Tempeftuous  darknefs  covering  all  the  place. 
If  we  difcern  but  the  leall  glimmering  ray 
Of  that  bright  orb  of  fire  which  rules  the  day, 
The  cheerful  fight  our  fainting  courage  warms  : 
Fix'd  upon  that  we  fear  no  future  harms. 


THE        DEITY. 

WRETCHED  mankind  !  void  of  both  ftrength 
and  flcill ! 
Dextrous  at  nothing  but  at  doing  ill ! 
In  merit  humble,  in  pretenfions  high. 
Among  them  none,  alas  !  more  weak  than  I, 
And  none  more  blind  :  though  ftill  I  worthlefs  thought 
The  beft  I  ever  fpoke,  or  ever  wrote. 

But  zealous  heat  exalts  the  humbleft  mind  ; 
Within  my  foul  fuch  ftrong  impulfe  I  find 
The  heavenly  tribute  of  due  praife  to  pay  : 
Perhaps  'tis  facred,  and  I  mull  obey. 

Yet  fuch  the  fubje<Ss,  various,  and  fo  high. 
Stupendous  wonders  of  the  Deity  !  j 

Miraculous  effefts  of  boundlefs  power  !  M 

And  that  as  boundlefs  goodnefs  fliining  more  ! 
All  thefe  fo  numberlefs  my  thoughts  attend. 
Oh  whtre  fhall  I  begin,  or  ever  end  ? 

But  on  that  theme  which  ev'n  the  wife  abufe,      T 
So  facred,  fo  fubjime,  and  fo  abftrufe,  ?■ 

Abruptly  to  break  off,  wants  no  excufe.  J 

a  While 


ON    THE     DEITY. 

While  others  vainly  ftrive  to  know  Thee  more, 
Let  mc  in  filent  reverence  adore  ; 
Wifhing  that  human  power  were  higher  rais'd. 
Only  that  thine  might  be  more  nobly  prais'd  ! 
Thrice  happv  angels  in  their  high  degree. 
Created  worthy  of  extolling  Thee  ! 


PROLOGUE 

T   O     T    H    E 

ALTERATION  of  JULIUS  CAESAR. 

HOPE  to  mend  Shakefpeare  !  or  to  match  his  ftyle! 
'Tis  fi;ch  a  jell  would  make  a  Stoic  fmile. 
Too  fond  of  fame,  our  poet  foars  too  high. 
Yet  freely  owns  he  wants  the  wings  to  fly  : 
So  feniible  of  his  prefumptuous  thought. 
That  he  confefles  while  he  does  the  fault :  . 
This  to  the  fair  will  no  great  wonder  prove. 
Who  oft'  in  blufhes  yield  to  what  they  love. 

Of  greateft  actions,  and  of  nobleft  men, 
This  ftory  moll  deferves  a  poet's  pen  : 
For  who  can  wifh  a  fcene  more  juftly  fam'd, 
^\'hen  Rome  and  mighty  Julius  are  but  nam'd  ! 
That  ftate  of  heroes  who  the  world  had  brav'd  ! 
That  wondrous  man  who  fuch  a  ftate  inflav'd ! 
Yet  loth  he  was  to  take  fo  rough  a  way. 
And  after  govera'd  with  fo  mild  a  fway. 

At 


112   BUCKINGHAMSHIRE'S  POEMS. 

At  diftance  now  of  feventeen  hundred  years, 
Methinks  a  lovely  ravifher  appears  ; 
Whom,  though  forbid  by  virtue  to  excufe, 
A  nymph  might  pardon,  and  could  fcarce  refufe. 

CHORUSES   IN   JULIUS  CiESAR. 

CHORUS,        I. 

I. 

HITHER  is  Roman  honour  gone  ? 


Where  is  your  ancient  virtue  now  ? 

That  valour,  which  fo  bright  has  fhone, 

And  with  the  wings  of  conqueft  flown, 

Muft  to  a  haughty  mafter  bow  : 

Who,  with  our  toil,  our  blood,  and  all  we  have  befide, 

Goro-es  his  ill-got  power,  his  humour,  and  his  pride. 

II. 

Fearlefs  he  will  his  life  expofe  ; 

So  does  a  lion  or  a  bear. 

His  very  virtues  threaten  thofe, 

Who  more  his  bold  ambition  fear. 

How  ftupid  wretches  we  appear, 

WTio  round  the  world  for  wealth  and  empire  roam. 

Yet  never,  never  think  what  flaves  we  are  at  home ! 

III. 

Did  men  for  this  together  join, 

Quitting  the  free  wild  hfe  of  Nature  ? 

What  other  beaft  did  e'er  defign 

The  fetting  up  his  fellow-creature, 

And  of  two  laifchiefs  choofe  the  greater  ? 

Oh  ! 
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Oh  !  rather  than  be  (laves  to  bold  imperious  men, 
Give  us  our  wildnefs,  and  our  woods,  our  huts,  and 
caves  again. 

IV. 

There,  fecure  from  lawlefs  fway, 

Out  of  Pride  or  Envy's  way ; 

Living  up  to  Nature's  rules. 

Not  deprav'd  by  knaves  and  fools ; 
Happily  we  all  fhould  live,  and  harmlefs  as  our  flieep. 
And  at  laft  as  calmly  die  as  infants  fall  afleep. 

CHORUS      n. 

T     O  !  to  prevent  this  mighty  empire's  doom, 
"^^  From  bright  unknown  abodes  of  blifs  I  come, 
1'he  awful  genius  of  majeftic  Rome. 

Great  is  her  danger  :  but  I  will  engage 
Some  few,  the  mafter-fouls  of  all  this  age. 
To  do  an  aft  of  juft  heroic  rage. 

'Tis  hard,  a  man  fo  great  (hould  fall  fo  low ; 

More  hard  to  let  fo  brave  a  people  bow 

To  one  themfelves  have  rais'd,  who  fcorns  them  now. 

Yet,  oh  !   I  grieve  that  Brutus  fliould  be  ftain'd, 
Whofe  life,  excepting  this  one  ail,  remain'd 
So  pure,  that  future  times  will  think  it  feign'd» 

But  only  he  can  make  the  reft  combine  ; 

The  very  life  and  foul  of  their  defign. 

The  centre,  whore  thofe  mighty  fpirits  join. 

Vol.  XXXII.  I  Un- 
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Unthinking  men  no  fort  of  fcruples  make ; 
Others  do  ill,  only  for  mifchief's  fake  ; 
But  ev'n  the  bell  are  guilty  by  miflake. 

Thus  fome  for  envy,  or  revenge,  intend 
To  bring  the  bold  ufurper  to  his  end  : 
But  for  his  country  Brutus  ftabs  his  friend. 


CHORUS        III. 

BY    TWO    AERIAL    SPIRITS. 
I. 

'ELL,  oh  !  tell  me,  whence  arife 
Thefe  diforders  in  our  Ikies  ? 
Rome's  great  genius  wildly  gaz'd, 
And  the  gods  feem  all  amaz'd. 

IL 

Know,  in  fight  of  this  day's  fun, 
Such  a  deed  is  to  be  done, 
Bkck  enough  to  (liroud  the  light 
Of  all  this  world  in  difmal  night. 

L 

What  is  this  deed  ? 

IL 

To  kill  a  man. 
The  grcateft  fince  mankind  began  : 
Learned,  eloquent,  and  wife, 
Generous,  merciful,  and  brave .' 


I.  Yet 
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I. 

Yet  not  too  ^eat  a  facrifice. 
The  liberty  of  Rome  lo  favc. 
II. 
But  will  not  goodnefs  claim  regard, 
And  does  not  worth  deferve  reward  ? 

I. 
Does  not  their  countr)'  lie  at  ftake  ? 
Can  tiiey  do  too  much  for  her  fake  ? 

BOTH    SPIRITS    TOGETHER. 

Though  dreadful  be  this  doom  of  fate, 

Jufl  is  that  power  which  governs  all : 

Better  this  wondrous  ir.an  (hould  fall, 
Than  a  moft  glorious,  virtuous  llate. 

CHORUS       IV. 

T  TOW  great  a  curfe  has  Providence 
•*'  -^     Thought  fit  to  caft  on  human-kind  ! 
Learning,  courage,  eloquence, 

The  gentleft  nature,  nobleft  mind. 
Were  intermixt  in  one  alone  ; 
Yet  in  one  moment  overthrown. 

Could  chance,  or  fenfelefs  atoms,  join 

To  form  a  foul  fo  great  as  his  ? 
Or  would  thofe  powers  we  hold  divine 

Deflroy  their  own  chief  mailer-piece  ? 
Where  fo  much  difaculty  lies. 
The  doubtful  are  the  only  wife. 

I  2  And 
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And,  what  muft  more  perplex  our  thoughts, 
Great  Jove  the  beft  of  Romans  fends, 

To  do  the  very  worfl;  of  faults, 

And  kill  the  kindeil  of  his  friends. 

All  this  is  far  above  our  reach, 

Whatever  priefts  prefum^  to  preach. 


PROLOGUE 

T    O 

MARCUS      BRUTUS, 

|UR  fcene  is  Athens.    And,  great  Athens  nam'd;. 
What  foul  fo  dull  as  not  to  be  inflam'd  ? 
Methinks,  at  mentioning  that  faered  place, 
A  reverend  awe  appears  in  every  face. 
For  men  fo  fam'd,  of  fuch  prodigious  parts, 
As  taught  the  world  all  fciences  and  arts. 

Aniidfl  all  thefe  ye  (hall  behold  a  man 
The  mott  applauded  fmce  mankind  began, 
Out-fhining  ev'n  thofe  Greeks  who  molt  excel, 
Whofe  life  was  one  fix'd  courfe  of  doing  welL 
Oh  !  who  can  therefore  without  tears  attend 
On  fuch  a  life,  and  fuch  a  fatal  end  ? 

But  liere  our  author,  befides  other  faults 
Of  ill  expreffions,  and  of  vulgar  thoughts, 
Commits  one  crime  that  needs  an  aft  of  grace, 
And  breaks  the  law  of  unity  of  place  ; 
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Yet  to  fuch  noble  patriots,  overcome 

JBy  faftious  violence,  and  banifh'd  Rome, 

Athens  alone  a  fit  retreat  could  yield  ; 

And  where  can  Brutus  fall,  but  in  PhilippI  field  ? 

Some  critics  judge  ev'n  love  itftlf  too  mean 
A  care  to  mix  in  fuch  a  lofty  fcene, 
And  with  thofe  ancient  bards  of  Greece  believe 
Friendfhip  has  llronger  charms  to  pleafe  or  grieve  ; 
But  our  more  amorous  poet,  finding  love 
Amidft  all  other  cares,  ftill  /hines  above, 
Lets  not  the  beft  of  Romans  end  their  lives 
Without  juft  foftnefs  for  the  kindeft  wives. 
Yet,  if  ye  think  his  gentle  nature  fuch 
As  to  have  foften'd  this  great  tale  too  much, 
Soon  will  your  eyes  grow  dry,  and  paffion  fall. 
When  ye  refleft  'tis  all  but  conjugal. 

This  to  the  few  and  knowing  was  addrcll  ; 
And  now  'tis  fit  I  (liould  falute  the  reft. 

Moft  reverend  dull  judges  of  the  pit. 
By  nature  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit  ! 
You  need  not  care,  whate'er  you  fee  to-night, 
How  ill  fome  players  a£l,  or  poets  write  ; 
Should  our  miftakes  be  never  fo  notorious, 
You'll  have  the  joy  of  being  more  cenforious  : 
Shew  your  fmall  talent  then,  let  that  fufiice  ye  ; 
But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,  I  advife  ye : 
Each  petty  critic  can  objections  raife, 
The  greateft  flcill  is  knowing  when  to  praife. 

I  2  CHO- 
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CHORUSES  IN  MARCUS  BRUTUS. 

♦CHORUS      III. 

I. 

DA R K  is  the  maze  poor  mortals  tread  j 
Wifdom  itfclf  a  guide  will  need  : 
We  little  thought,  when  Caefar  bled^ 
That  a  worfe  Cxfar  would  fucceed. 
And  are  we  under  fuch  a  curfe, 
We  cannot  change  but  for  the  worfe  ? 

II. 

With  fair  pretence  of  foreign  force, 

By  which  Rome  mull  herfelf  enthral ; 
Thefe,  without  blufhes  or  remorfe, 

Profcribe  the  beft,  impoverifh  all. 
The  Gaids  themfelves,  our  greatcft  foea. 
Could  aft  no  mifchiefs  worfe  than  thofe. 

III. 
That  Julius,  with  ambitious  thoughts. 

Had  virtues  too,  his  foes  could  find  ; 
Thefe  equal  him  in  all  his  faults, 

But  never  in  his  noble  mind. 
That  free-born  fpirits  fliould  obey 
Wretches,  who  know  not  how  to  fway  ! 

*  iee  the  lirft  and  fecond  chorufes,  in  the  Poems  of  Mr.  Pope. 

IV.  Late 
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IV. 

Late  we  repent  our  hafty  choice, 

In  vain  bemoan  fo  quick  a  turn. 
Hark  all  to  Rome's  united  voice  ! 

Better  that  we  a  while  had  borne 
Ev'n  all  thofe  ills  which  mofl:  difpltafe, 
Than  fouirht  a  cure  far  worfe  than  the  difcafe. 


CHORUS       IV. 

/^UR  vows  thus  cheerfully  we  fing, 
^■^^      ^\^lile  martial  mufic  iires  our  blood ; 
Let  all  the  neighbouring  echoes  ring 
With  clamours  for  our  countr}''s  good  : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 

May  Rome  be  freed  from  war's  alarms, 

And  taxes  heavy  to  be  borne  ; 
May  fhe  beware  of  foreign  arms, 

And  fend  them  back  with  noble  fcorn  : 
And,  for  reward,  Sec. 

May  fhe  no  more  confide  in  friends. 
Who  nothing  farther  undcrilood, 

Than  only,  for  their  private  ends, 

To  wafte  her  wealth,  and  fpill  her  blood  : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 


I  4  Our 
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Our  fenators,  great  Jove,  reftrain 

From  private  piques,  they  prudence  call ; 

From  the  low  thoughts  of  little  gain, 
And  hazarding  the  lofmg  all : 
And,  for  reward,   &c. 

The  fhining  arms  with  hafte  prepare. 

Then  to  the  glorious  combat  fly ; 
Our  minds  unclogg'd  with  farther  care. 
Except  to  overcome  or  die  : 
And,  for  revx^ard,  &c. 

They  fight,  oppreffion  to  increafe. 

We  for  our  liberties  and  laws ; 
It  were  a  fm  to  doubt  fuccefs. 

When  freedom  is  the  noble  caufe  : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 
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TO       THE 

RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

LIONEL 

EARL  OF  DORSET  AND  MIDDLESEX. 


IT  looks  like  no  great  compliment  to  your  Lordfhip, 
that  I  prefix  your  name  to  this  epiftle  ;  when,  in 
the  Preface,  I  declare  the  book  is  publifhed  almoft 
againft  my  inclination.  But,  in  all  cafes,  my  Lord, 
you  have  an  hereditary  right  to  whatever  may  be 
called  mine.  Many  of  the  following  pieces  were  writ- 
ten by  the  command  of  your  excellent  father  ;  and  mod 
of  the  reft,  under  his  proteftion  and  patronage. 

The  particular  felicity  of  your  birth,  my  Lord  ;  the 
natural  endowments  of  your  mind,  which,  v\'ithout  fuf- 
picion  of  flatter)-,  I  may  tell  you,  are  very  great  ;  the 
good  education  with  which  thefe  parts  have  been  im- 
proved ;  and  your  coming  into  the  world,  and  feeing 
men  very  early  ;  make  us  expeft  from  your  Lordllilp 
all  the  good,  which  our  hopes  can  form  in  favour  of  a 
young  nobleman.  "  Tu  Marcellus  eris — "  Our  eyes 
and  our  hearts  are  turned  on  you.  You  muft  be  a 
judge  and  matter  of  polite  learning  ;  a  friend  and  patron 
to  men  of  letters  and  merit ;  a  faithful  and  able  coun- 
fcllor  to  your  prince  ;  a  true  patriot  to  your  country  ; 
2  an 


lift  DEDICATION. 

an  ornament  and  honour  to  the  titles  you  poflefs  ;  and, 
in  one  word,  a  worthy  fon  to  the  great  Earl  of  Dorfet. 

It  is  as  impoffible  to  mention  that  name,  without  de- 
firing  to  commend  the  perfon,  as  it  is  to  give  him  the 
commendations  which  his  virtues  deferved.  But  I 
affure  myfelf,  the  moft  agreeable  compliment  I  can 
bring  your  Lordfhip,  is  to  pay  a  grateful  refpeft  to  your 
father's  memory  :  and  my  own  obligations  to  him  were 
fuch,  that  the  world  muft  pardon  my  endeavouring  at 
his  charafter,  however  I  may  mifcarry  in  the  attempt. 

A  thoufand  ornaments  and  graces  rnet  in  the  compo- 
fition  of  this  great  man,  and  contributed  to  make  him 
univerfally  beloved  and  efteemed.  The  figure  of  his 
body  was  ftrong,  proportionable,  beautiful :  and  were 
his  pidlure  well  drawn,  it  muft  deferve  the  praife  given 
to  the  portraits  of  Raphael ;  and,  at  once,  create  love 
and  refpeft.  While  the  greatnefs  of  his  mien  informed 
men,  they  were  approaching  the  nobleman  ;  the  fweet- 
cefs  of  it  invited  them  to  come  nearer  to  the  patron. 
There  was  in  his  look  and  gefture  fomething  that  is 
more  eafily  conceived  than  defcribed  ;  that  gained  upon 
you  in  his  favour,  before  he  fpake  one  word.  His  be- 
haviour was  eafy  and  courteous  to  all ;  but  diftinguiihed 
and  adapted  to  each  man  in  particular,  according  to  his 
Nation  and  quality.  His  civility  was  free  from  the 
formality  of  rule,  and  flowed  immediately  from  his 
good  fenfe. 

Such  were  the  natural  faculties  and  ftrength  of  his 
mind,  that  he  had  occafion  to  borrow  very  little  from 
education  ;  and  he  owed  thofe  advantages  to  his  own 

good 
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^ood  parts,  which  others  acquire  by  ftudy  and  imita- 
tion. His  wit  was  abundant,  noble,  bold.  Wit  in 
mod  writers  is  like  a  fountain  in  a  garden,  fupplied  by 
fcveral  Itreams  brought  through  artful  pipes,  and  play- 
ing fometimes  agreeably.  But  the  earl  of  Dorfct's  was 
a  fource  rifmg  from  the  top  of  a  mountain,  which  forced 
its  own  way,  and  with  inexhauftible  fupphes  delighted 
and  enriched  the  country  through  which  it  paffed. 
This  extraordinary  genius  was  accompanied  with  fo 
true  a  judgment  in  all  parts  of  fine  learning,  that, 
whatever  fubjeft  was  before  him,  he  difcourfed  as  pro- 
perly of  it,  as  if  the  peculiar  bent  of  his  ftudy  had  been 
applied  that  way  ;  and  he  perfe6ted  his  judgment  by 
readmg  and  digefting  the  beft  authors,  though  he 
quoted  them  very  feldom. 

"  Contemnebat  potius  literas,  quam  nefcisbat :" 

and  rather  feemed  to  draw  his  knowledge  from  his  own 
ftores,  than  to  owe  it  to  any  foreign  afnftance. 

The  brightnefs  of  his  parts,  the  folidity  of  his  judg- 
ment, and  the  candour  and  generofity  of  his  temper, 
diftinguifhed  him  in  an  age  of  great  politenefs,  and  at 
a  court  abounding  with  men  of  the  fineft  fenfe  and 
learning.  The  moft:  eminent  mafters  in  their  feveral 
ways  appealed  to  his  determination.  Waller  thought 
it  an  honour  to  confult  him  in  the  foftnefs  and  har- 
mony of  his  verfe  :  and  Dr.  Sprat,  in  the  delicacy  and 
turn  of  his  profe.  Drv'den  determines  by  him,  under 
the  character  of  Eugenius,  as  to  the  laws  of  dramatick 
poetry.    Butler  owed  it  to  him,  that  the  Court  tafted  his 

Hudibras  : 
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Hudibras  :  Wycherley,  that  the  Town  liked  his  Plain 
Dealer  :  and  the  late  duke  of  Buckingham  deferred  to 
publifli  his  Rehearfal,  till  he  was  fare  (as  he  exprefledit) 
that  my  lord  Dorfet  would  not  rehearfe  upon  him  again. 
If  v/e  wanted  a  foreign  teftimony  ;  La  Fontaine  and 
St.  Evremond  have  acknowledged,  that  he  was  a  perfeft 
mafter  in  the  beauty  and  finenefs  of  their  language,  and 
of  all  that  they  call  les  Belles  Lettres.  Nor  was  this 
nicety  of  his  judgment  confined  only  to  books  and 
literature  ;  but  was  the  fame  in  ftatuary,  painting,  and 
all  other  parts  of  art.  Bermini  would  have  taken  his 
©pinion  upon  the  beauty  and  attitude  of  a  figure  ;  and 
king  Charles  did  not  agree  with  Lely,  that  my  lady 
Cleveland's  pifture  was  finished,  till  it  had  the  appro- 
bation of  my  lord  Buckhurll. 

As  the  judgment  which  he  made  of  others  WTitings 
could  not  be  refuted,  tlie  manner  in  which  he  wrote 
will  hardly  ever  be  equalled.  Every  one  of  his  pieces 
IS  an  ingot  of  gold,  intrinfically  and  folidly  valuable  ; 
fuch  as,  wrought  or  beaten  thinner,  would  (hine  through 
a  whole  book  of  any  other  author.  His  thought  was 
always  new  ;  and  the  expreflion  of  it  fo  particularly 
happy,  that  every  body  knew  immediately  it  could 
only  be  my  lord  Dorfet's  :  and  yet  it  was  fo  eafy  too, 
that  every  body  was  ready  to  imagine  himfelf  capable 
of  writing  it.  There  is  a  luftre  in  his  verfes,  like  that 
of  the  fun  in  Claude  Lorrain's  landflcips  :  it  looks  na- 
tural, and  is  inimitable.  His  love-verfes  have  a  mix- 
ture of  delicacy  and  ftrength  :  they  convey  the  wit  of 
Petronius  in  the  foftnefs  of  Tibullus.    His  fatire  indeed 
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is  fo  fevcrely  pointed,  that  in  it  he  appears,  what  his 
great  friend  the  earl  of  Rochcflei  (that  other  prodigy 
of  the  age)  fays  he  was, 

"  The  beft  good  man,  with  the  worft-natur'd  mufe  :" 
Yet  even  here,  that  character  may  juftly  be  applied  to 
him,  which  Perfius  gives  of  the  beft  writer  of  this  kind 
that  ever  lived  : 

"  Omne  vafer  vitium  ridenti  Flaccus  amico 
**  Tangit,  &  admiflus  circum  praecordia  ludit  :'* 
And  the  gentleman  had  always  fo  much  the  better  of  tie 
fatirift,  that  the  perfons  touched  did  not  know  where 
to  fix  their  refentments  ;  and  were  forced  to  appear 
rather  afhamed  than  angry.  Yet  fo  far  was  this  great 
author  from  valuing  liimfelf  upon  his  works,  that  he 
cared  not  what  became  of  them,  though  ever)-  body 
clfe  did.  There  are  many  things  of  his  not  extant  in 
writing,  which  however  are  always  repeated  :  like  the 
verfes  and  fayings  of  the  ancient  Druids,  they  retain  an 
univerfal  veneration,  though  they  are  preferved  only  by 
memor}'. 

As  it  is  often  feen,  that  thofe  men  who  areleaft  qua- 
lified for  bufinefs  love  it  moft ;  my  lord  Dorfet's  cha- 
racler  was,  that  he  certainly  underllood  it,  but  did  not 
care  for  it. 

Coming  very  young  to  the  pofleffion  of  two  plentiful 
eftates,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure  was  more  in  fafhion 
than  bufinefs,  he  turned  his  parts  rather  to  books  and, 
converfation,  than  to  politics  and  what  more  imme- 
diately related  to  the  publick.    But,  whenever  the  fafety 
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of  his  country  demanded  his  aflTiftance,  he  readily  en- 
tered into  the  moft  aftive  parts  of  hfe  ;  and  underwent 
the  greateft  dangers,  with  a  conftancy  of  mind,  which 
fhewed,  that  he  had  not  only  read  the  rules  of  philo- 
fophy,  but  underftood  the  praftice  of  them. 

In  the  firll  Dutch  war,  he  went  a  volunteer  under 
the  duke  of  York:  his  behaviour,  during  that  campaign, 
was  fuch,  as  diftinguifhed  the  Sackville  defcended  from 
that  Hildebrand  of  the  name,  who  was  one  of  the 
greateft  captains  that  came  into  England  with  the  Con- 
queror. But  his  making  a  fong  the  night  before  the 
engagement  (and  it  was  one  of  the  prettleft  that  ever 
was  made)  carries  with  it  fo  fedate  a  prefence  of  mind, 
and  fuch  an  unufual  gallantry,  that  it  d^ferves  as  much 
to  be  recorded,  as  Alexander's  jefting  with  his  foldiers 
l)efore  he  paffed  the  Granicus  ;  or  William  the  Firft  of 
Orancre  civinfr  orders  over-nicfht  for  a  battle,  and  de- 
firing  to  be  called  in  the  morning,  left  he  ftiould  happen 
•to  fleep  too  long. 

From  hence,  during  the  remaining  part  of  king 
■Charles's  reign,  he  continued  to  live  in  honourable  lei- 
fure.  He  was  of  the  bed-chamber  to  the  king,  and 
poiTefled  not  only  his  matter's  favour,  but  (in  a  great 
degree)  his  familiarity;  never  leaving  the  court,  but 
when  he  was  fent  to  that  of  France,  on  fome  fliort 
commiffions  and  embaffies  of  compliment :  as  if  the 
king  defigncd  to  fliew  the  French  (who  would  be 
thought  the  pcllteft  nation)  that  one  of  the  fineft  gen- 
.tlemcn  In  Europe  was  his  fubjedl ;  and  that  we  had  a 
Z  prince 
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prince  who  underflood  his  worth  fo  well,  as  not  to 
fufFer  him  to  be  long  out  of  his  prefence. 

The  fucceeding  reign  neither  relilhed  my  lord's  wit, 
nor  approved  his  maxims  :  fo  he  retired  altogether  frora 
court.  But,  as  the  irretrievable  millakes  of  that  un- 
happy government  went  on  to  threaten  the  nation  with 
fomething  more  terrible  than  a  Dutch  war,  he  thought 
it  became  him  to  refume  the  courage  of  his  youth,  and 
once  more  to  engage  himfelf  in  defending  the  liberty  of 

;i  country.  He  entered  into  the  prince  of  Orange's 
intercil ;  and  earned  on  his  part  of  that  great  enter- 
Drife  here  in  London,  and  under  the  eye  of  the  court, 

Lth  the  fame  refolution,  as  his  friend  and  fellow-patriot, 
the  late  duke  of  Devonshire,  did  in  open  arms  at  Not- 
tingham. ;  till  the  dangers  of  thofe  times  increafed  to 

tremity,  and  jufl  apprehenfions  arofe  for  the  fafety  of 
ti;e  princefs,  our  prefent  glorious  queen  :  then  the  earl 
of  Dorfet  was  thought  the  properell  guide  of  her  ne- 

.Tarv"  flight,  and  the  perfon  under  whofe  courage  and 
^.rection  the  nation  might  moll  fafcly  trull  a  charge  fo 
precious  and  important. 

After  the  eftablilhment  of  their  late  majeflies  upon 
the  throne,  there  was  room  again  at  court  for  men  of 
my  lord's  character.  He  had  a  part  in  the'  councils  of 
thofe  princes,  a  great  fliare  in  their  frienddiip,  and  all 
the  marks  of  diitinction  with  which  a  Ofood  crovem- 
ment  could  reward  a  patriot.  He  was  made  chamber- 
lain of  their  majeilies  houfehold  ;  a  place  which  he  fo 
eminently  adorned    by  the  grace  of  his  perfon,  the 

.'jnefs  of  his  breeding,  and  the  knowledge  and  prac- 
K  z  tice 
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tice  of  what  was  decent  and  magnificent,  that  he  couM 
only  be  rivalled  in  thefe  qualifications  by  one  great  man, 
who  has  fince  held  the  fame  ftaff. 

The  lall  honours  he  received  from  his  fovereign  (and 
indeed  they  were  the  greatell  which  a  fubjeft  could  re- 
ceive) were,  that  he  was  made  knight  of  the  garter, 
and  conftituted  one  of  the  regents  of  the  kingdom 
during  his  majefty's  abfence.  But  his  health,  about 
that  time,  fenfibly  declining,  and  the  public  affairs  not 
threatened  by  any  imminent  danger,  he  left  the  bufinefs 
to  thofe  who  delighted  more  in  the  ftate  of  it,  and  ap- 
peared only  fometimes  at  council,  to  (hew  his  refpedl 
to  the  commiflion  ;  giving  as  much  leifure  as  he  could 
to  the  relief  of  thofe  pains  with  which  it  pleafed  God 
to  aiflift  him  ;  and  indulging  the  refleftions  of  a  mind, 
that  had  looked  through  the  world  with  too  piercing  an 
eye,  and  was  grown  weary  of  the  profpeft.  Upon  the 
whole,  it  may  very  juftly  be  faid  of  this  great  man,  with 
regard  to  the  public,  that  through  the  courfe  of  his 
life  he  afted  like  an  able  pilot  in  a  long  voyage  ;  con- 
tented to  fit  quiet  in  the  cabin,  when  the  winds  were 
allayed,  and  the  waters  fmooth  ;  but  vigilant  and  ready 
to  refume  the  helm,  when  the  ftorm  arofe,  and  the  fea 
grew  tumultuous. 

I  afk  your  pardon,  my  Lord,  if  I  look  yet  a  little 
more  nearly  mto  the  late  lord  Dorfet's  charadler  :  if  I 
examine  it  not  without  fome  intention  of  finding  fault, 
and  (which  is  an  odd  way  of  making  a  panegyric)  fet 
hie  blemifhes  and  imperfedlions  in  open  view. 

Thr 
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The  fire  of  his  youth  carried  him  to  fome  excefTes ; 
but  they  were  accompanied  with  a  moft  Hvely  invention, 
and  true  humour.  The  little  violences  and  eafy  miftakes 
of  a  night  too  gaily  fpent  (and  tliat  too  in  the  begin- 
ning of  Ufe)  were  always  fct  right  the  next  day,  with 
great  humanity,  and  ample  retribution.  His  faults 
brought  their  excufe  with  them  ;  and  his  very  failings 
had  their  beauties.  So  much  fweetnefs  accompanied 
what  he  faid,  and  fo  gieat  generofity  what  he  did,  that 
people  were  always  prepoffefTed  in  his  favour :  and  it 
was  in  faft  true,  what  the  late  earl  of  Rochefler  faid 
in  jeft  to  king  Charles,  that  he  did  not  know  how  it 
was,  but  my  lord  Dorfet  might  do  any  thing,  yet  was 
never  to  blame. 

He  was  naturally  very  fubjeft  to  pafTion  ;  but  the 
fhort  guft  was  foon  over,  and  fer%ed  only  to  fet  off  the 
charms  of  his  temper,  when  more  compofed.  That 
ver)'  paflion  broke  out  vrith  a  force  of  wit,  which 
made  even  anger  agreeable  :  while  it  lafted,  he  faid  and 
forgot  a  thoufand  things,  which  other  men  would  have 
been  glad  to  have  ftudied  and  wTote  ;  but  the  impe- 
tuofity  was  correfted  upon  a  moment's  reflection,  and 
the  meafure  altered  with  fuch  grace  and  delicacv-,  that 
you  could  fcarce  perceive  where  the  kcv  was  changed. 

He  was  ver)'  fharp  in  his  refleftions  ;  but  never  in  the 
wrong  place.  His  darts  were  fure  to  wound  ;  but  they 
were  fure  too  to  hit  none,  but  tbofe  whofe  follies  gave 
him  very  fair  aim.  And,  when  he  allowed  no  quarter, 
he  had  certainly  been  provoked  by  more  than  common 
error ;  by  men's  tedious  and  circumflantial  recitals  of 
K  3  their 


t34  DEDICATION. 

their  affairs ;  or  by  their  multiplied  queftions  about  his 
own  ;  by  extreme  ignorance  and  impertinence  ;  or  the 
mixture  of  thcfe,  an  ill-judged  and  never-ceafing  civi- 
lity ;  or,  laftly,  by  the  two  things  which  were  his  utter 
averfion,  the  infinuation  of  a  flatterer,  and  the  whifper 
of  a  tale-bearer. 

If  therefore  we  fet  the  piece  in  its  worfh  pofition,  if 
Its  faults  be  moft  expofed,  the  fliades  will  ftill  appear 
very  finely  joined  with  their  lights,  and  every  Imper- 
feftion  wiU  be  diminifhed  by  the  luftre  of  fome  neigh- 
bouring virtue.  But,  if  we  turn  the  great  drawings  and 
wonderful  colourings  to  their  true  light,  the  whol^ 
muft  appear  beautiful,  noble,  admirable. 

He  poflefied  all  thofe  virtues,  In  the  higheft  degree, 
upon  which  the  pleafure  of  fociety,  and  the  happinefs 
of  life,  depend:  and  he  exercifed  them  with  the  greatefl 
decency,  and  beft  manners.  As  good-nature  is  faid,  by 
a  great  *  author,  to  belong  more  particularly  to  the 
Engll/h,  than  any  other  nation  ;  It  may  again  be  faid, 
that  it  belonged  more  particularly  to  the  late  earl  of 
Dorfet,  than  to  any  other  Englifhman. 

A  kind  hufoand  he  was,  without  fondnefs  ;  and  an 
Indulgent  father,  without  partiality.  So  extraordinary 
good  a  mailer,  that  this  quahty  ought  Indeed  to  have 
been  numbered  among  his  defers ;  for  he  was  often 
ferved  worfe  than  became  his  ftation,  from  his  unwil- 
llngnefs  to  affume  an  authority  too  fevere.  And,  dur- 
ing thofe  little  tranfports  of  paflion,  to  which  I  juft 

*  Sprat, 

now 


dedication:  15S 

BOW  faid  he  was  fubjcCL,  I  have  known  his  fervants  get 
into  his  way,  tliat  they  miglit  make  a  merit  of  it  inn- 
Diediately  after  ;  for  he,  thut  had  the  good  fortune  to 
be  chid,  was  fure  of  being  rewarded  for  it. 

His  table  was  one  of  the  laft  that  gave  us  an  exam- 
ple of  the  old  houfe-ketping  of  an  EngliHi  noble- 
man. A  freedom  reigned  at  it,  which  made  every  one 
of  his  guefts  think  himftlf  at  home  ;  and  an  abun- 
dance, which  (hewed  that  the  mailer's  hofpitality  ex- 
tended to  many  more  than  tliofe  who  had  the  honour 
to  fit  at  the  table  with  him. 

In  his  dealings  with  others,  his  care  and  exaftnefs, 
that  every  man  fiiould  have  his  due,  was  fuch,  that  you 
would  think  he  had  never  feen  a  couit :  the  politenefs 
and  eivihty,  with  which  this  juftice  was  adminillered, 
v\  oiild  convince  you  he  never  had  lived  out  of  one. 

He  was  fo  ftrict  an  obfcrver  of  his  word,  that  no 
conlideration  whatever  could  make  him  break  it ;  yet 
.fo  cautious,  left  the  merit  of  his  a£l  fhould  arife  from 
that  obligation  only,  that  he  ufually  did  the  greatelt 
favours,  without  making  any  previous  promife.  So 
inviolable  was  he  in  his  friendship,  and  fo  kind  to  the 
charadler  of  tliofe  whom  he  had  once  honoured  with, 
a  more,  intimate  acquaintance,  that  nothing  lefs  than  a 
demonilration  of  fome  eflential  fault  could  make  hinx 
break  with  them  ;  and  th.en  too,  his  good-nature  did 
not  confent  to  it,  without  the  greateft  reluctance  and 
difficulty.  Let  me  give  one  inftance  of  this  amongft 
many.  Wlien,  as  lord  chamberlain,  he  was  obliged  to 
take  the  king*s  penfion  Jtom  Mr.  Dryden,  who  had 
K  4  lon^ 
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long  before  put  himfelf  out  of  a  poflibility  of  receiving 
any  favour  from  the  court ;  my  lord  allovi'ed  him  an 
equivalent  out  of  his  own  eftate.  However  difpleafed 
with  the  conduft  of  his  old  acquaintance,  he  relieved 
his  neceffities  ;  and,  while  he  gave  him  his  afiiftance  in 
private,  in  public  he  extenuated  and  pitied  his  error. 

The  foundation  indeed  of  thefe  excellent  quahties, 
and  the  perfedlion  of  my  lord  Dorfet's  charafter,  was 
that  unbounded  charity  v/hich  ran  through  the  whole 
tenour  of  his  life,  and  fat  as  vifibly  predominant  over 
the  other  faculties  of  his  loul,  as  fhe  is  faid  to  do  in 
heaven  above  her  fuler-virtues. 

Crowds  of  poor  daily  thronged  his  gates,  expecTiing 
thence  their  bread  ;  and  v^^ere  ftill  lefTened  by  his  fend- 
ing the  moft  proper  objefts  of  his  bounty  to  apprentice- 
fhips  or  hofpitals.  The  lazy  and  the  fick,  as  he  acci- 
dentally faw  them,  were  removed  from  the  ftreet  to 
the  phyfician  ;  and  many  of  them  not  only  reftored  to 
health,  but  fupplied  with  what  might  enable  them  to 
refume  their  former  callings,  and  make  their  future  hfe 
liappy.  The  prifoner  has  often  been  releafed,  by  my 
lord's  paying  the  debt  ;  and  the  condemned  has  been 
favcd,  by  his  interceffion  with  the  fovereign,  where  he 
thought  the  letter  of  the  law  too  rigid.  To  thofe  whofe 
circumftances  were  fuch  as  made  them  afliamed  of  their 
poverty,  he  knew  how  to  beftow  his  munificence,  with- 
out offending  their  modefty  ;  and,  under  the  notion  of 
frequent  prefents,  gave  them  what  amounted  to  a  fub- 
iilence.   Many  yet  alive  ^now  this  to  be  true  j  though 

he 
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hr  told  it  to  none,  nor  ever  wasmoFC  uneafy  than  when 
any  one  mentioned  it  to  him. 

We  may  find,  among  the  Greeks  and  Latins,  Tibul- 
lus  and  Gallus,  the  nobk-men  that  writ  poetry ;  Au- 
guftus  and  Maecenas,  the  protectors  of  learning  ;  Arif- 
tides,  the  good  citizen  ;  and  Atticus,  the  well-bred 
friend;  and  bring  them  in  as  examples  of  my  lord 
Dorfet's  wit,  his  judgment,  his  juftice,  and  his  civility. 
But  for  his  charity,  my  Lord,  we  can  fcarce  find  a 
parallel  in  hiftory  itfclf. 

Titus  was  not  more  the  "  deliciE  humani  generis,'* 
on  this  account,  than  my  lord  Dorfct  was.  And,  with- 
out any  exaggeration,  that  prince  did  not  do  more  good 
in  proportion  out  of  tlie  revenue  of  the  Roman  empire, 
than  your  father  out  of  the  income  of  a  private  eftate. 
Let  this,  my  Lord,  remain  to  you  and  your  pofterity  a 
pofieflion  for  ever  ;  to  be  imitated  ;  and,  if  poflible,  to 
be  excelled. 

As  to  my  own  particular,  I  fcarce  knew  what  life 
was,  fooner  than  I  found  myfelf  obliged  to  his  favour  ; 
nor  have  had  reafon  to  feel  any  forrow  fo  fenfibly  as 
that  of  his  death. 

"  Ille  dies — quern  femper  acerbum 

"  Semper  honoratum  (fie  Di  voluiftis)  habebo." 

^neas  could  not  refleft  upon  the  lofs  of  his  own 
father  with  greater  piety,  my  Lord,  than  I  muft  recall 
the  memory  of  yours :  and,  when  I  think  whofe  fon  I 
am  \\Titing  to,  the  lead  I  promife  myfelf,  from  your 
goodnefs,  isan  uninterrupted  continuance  of  favour,  ard 

a  friend- 
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a  friendfhip  for  life.  To  which  that  I  may  with  fomi- 
juftice  intitle  myfelf,  I  fend  your  Lordfhip  a  dedication, 
not  filled  with  a  long  detail  of  your  praifes,  but  with 
my  fincereft  wifhes  that  you  may  deferve  them  ;  that 
you  may  employ  thofe  extraordinary  parts  and  abilities, 
with  which  Heaven  has  blefTed  you,  to  the  honour  of 
your  family,  the  benefit  of  your  friends,  and  the  good 
of  your  country  ;  that  all  your  actions  may  be  great, 
open,  and  noble,  fuch  as  may  tell  the  world  whofe  fon 
and  whofe  fucceffor  you  are. 

What  I  now  offer  to  your  Lordfhip  is  a  colleftioa 
of  poetry,  a  kind  of  garland  of  good-will.  If  any 
verfes  of  my  writing  fliould  appear  in  print  under  ano- 
ther name  and  patronage  than  that  of  an  Earl  of  Dorfet,. 
people  might  fufpeft  them  not  to  be  genuine.  I,  have 
attained  my  prefent  end,  if  thefe  poems  prove  the  diver- 
fion  of  fome  of  your  youthful  hours,  as  they  have  been 
occafionally  the  amufement  of  fome  of  mine ;  and  I 
humbly  hope,  that,  as  I  may  hereafter  bind  up  my  fuller 
fheaf,  and  lay  fome  pieces  of  a  very  different  nature 
(the  produ6l  of  my  feverer  ftudies)  at  your  Lordfliip's 
feet,  I  fhall  engage  your  more  ferious  reflecftioa  : 
happy,  if  in  aU  my  endeavours  I  may  contribute  to 
your  delight,  or  to  your  inftruftion. 

I  am,  with  all  duty  and  refpeft. 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordlhip's 

moll  obedient,  and 

molt  humble  fervant, 
MAT.    PRIOR. 
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'  I  ^  H  E  greatefl:  part  of  what  I  have  written  having- 
-*■  been  already  publiflied,  cither  fin^rly  or  in  fome  ot' 
the  Mifcellanies,  it  would  be  too  late  for  me  to  make 
any  excufe  for  appearing  in  print.  But  a  colledlion  of 
poems  has  lately  appeared  under  my  name,  though 
without  my  knowledge,  in  which  the  publiflier  has 
given  me  the  honour  of  fome  things  that  did  not  belong 
to  me  ;  and  has  tranfcribed  others  fo  imperfectly,  that 
I  hardly  knew  them  to  be  mine.  Tliis  has  obliged  me, 
in  my  o^^-n  defence,  to  look  back  upon  fome  of  thofe 
lighter  ftudies,  which  I  ought  long  fince  to  have  quit- 
ted ;  and  to  publifh  an  indifferent  collection  of  poems, 
for  fear  of  being  thought  the  author  of  a  worfc. 

Thus  I  beg  pardon  of  the  public  for  re-printing 
fome  pieces,  which,  as  they  came  fingly  from  their  firfl 
impreffion,  have  (I  fanq-)  lain  long  and  quietly  in 
Mr.  Tonfon's  (hop  ;  and  adding  others  to  them,  which 
were  never  before  printed,  and  might  have  lain  as 
quietly,  and  perhaps  more  fafely,  in  a  comer  of  my 
own  iludy. 

The  reader  will,  I  hope,  make  allowance  for  their 
having  been  written  at  very  diftant  times,  and  on  very 
different  occafions  ;  and  take  them  as  they  happen  to 
come.  Public  panegj'rics,  amorous  odes,  ferious  re- 
fledions,  or  idle  tales,  the  produd  of  his  Icifure  hours, 

who 
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who  had  bufinefs  enough  upon  his  hands,  and  was  only 
a  poet  by  accident. 

I  own  myfelf  much  obliged  to  Mrs.  Singer,  who  has 
given  me  leave  to  print  a  pafloral  of  her  writing  ;  that 
poem  having  produced  the  verfes  immediately  following 
it.  I  wifh  (he  might  be  prevailed  with  to  publifli  fome 
other  pieces  of  that  kind,  in  which  the  foftnefs  of  her 
fex,  and  the  finenefs  of  her  genius,  confpire  to  give 
lier  a  very  diftinguifhing  charafter. 


POST- 
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T  MUST  bclp  my  preface  by  a  poflfcript,  to  tell  the 

reader  that  there  is  ten  years  dillance  between   my 

writing  one  and  the  other;  and  that  (whatever  I  thought 

then,  and  have  fomewhere  faid,  that  I  would  publifh  no 

more  poetr\')  he  will  find  feveral  copies  of  verfcs  fcat- 

tered  through   this  edition,  which  were  not  printed  in 

the  firft.     Thofc  relating  to  the  public  ftand  in  the 

order  they  did  before,  according  to  the  feveral  years  in 

which  they  were  written  ;  however  the  difpofition  of 

our  national  affairs,  the  aftions  or  the  fortunes  of  fome 

men,  and  the  opinions  of  others,  may  have  changed. 

Profe  and  other  human  things  may  take  what  turn  they 

can  ;  but  poetry,  which  pretends  to  have  fomething  of 

divinity  in  it,  is  to  be  more  permanent.       Odes  once 

printed  cannot  well  be   altered,  when  the  author  has 

already  faid  that  he  expefts  his  works  fhould  live  for 

ever  :  and  it  had  been  ver}'  foolifh  in  my  fi-iend  Horace, 

if,  fome  years  after  his  "  Exegi   Monumentum,"  he 

fhould  have  defired  to  fee  his  building  taken  down  again. 

The  Dedication  likewife  is  re-printed,  to  the  earl  of 

Dorfet,  in  the  foregoing  leaves,  without  any  alteration; 

though  I  had  the  faireft  opportunity,  and  the  ftrongeft 

inclination,  to  have   added  a  great   deal  to  it.     The 

blooming  hopes,  which  I  faid  the  world  expected  from 

my  then  very  young  patron,  have  been  confirmed  by 

moft 
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jnofl  noble  and  diftinguiflied  firil-fruits  ;  and  his  life  is 
going  on  towards  a  plentiful  liarveft  of  all  accumulated 
Tirtues.  He  has,  in  faft,  exceeded  whatever  the  fond- 
nefs  of  my  wifhes  could  invent  in  his  favour :  his 
equally  good  and  beautiful  lady  enjoys  in  him  an  indul- 
gent and  obliging  hufband ;  his  children,  a  kind  and 
careful  father  ;  and  his  acquaintance,  a  faithful,  gene- 
rous, and  polite  friend.  His  fellow-peers  have  attended 
to  the  perfuafion  of  his  eloquence  ;  and  have  been  con- 
vinced by  the  folidity  of  his  reafoning.  He  has,  long 
fmce,deferved  and  attained  the  honour  of  thegaiter.  He 
has  managed  fome  of  the  greateft  charges  of  the  king- 
dom with  known  ability  ;  andlaid  them  down  with  entire 
"difintereffment.  And  as  he  continues  the  exercifes  of 
thefe  eminent  virtues  (which  tliat  he  may  to  a  very  Ad 
age,  fhallbe  my  perpetual  wifh),  he  may  be  one  of  the 
greateft  men  that  our  age,  or  poflibly  our  nation,  has 
bred  ;  and  leave  materials  for  a  panegyrick,  not  un- 
worthy the  pen  of  fome  future  Pliny. 

From  fo  noble  a  fubjeft  as  the  earl  of  Dorfet,  to  fo 
mean  a  one  as  myfelf,  is  (I  confefs)  a  very  Pindaric 
tranfition  :  I  fhall  only  fay  one  word,  and  trouble  the 
reader  no  further.  I  publifhed  my  poems  formerly,  as 
Monfieur  Jourdain  fold  his  filk  :  he  would  not  be 
thought  a  tradefman  ;  but  ordered  fome  pieces  to  be 
mcafured  out  to  his  particular  friends.  Now  I  give  up 
my  fhop,  and  difpofe  of  all  my  poetical  goods  at  once : 
I  muft  therefore  defire,  that  the  pubHc  would  pleafe 
to  take  them  in  tlie  grofs ;  and  that  every  body  would 
turn  over  what  he  does  not  like. 

POEMS 
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ON       THE 

MARRIAGE  OF   GEORGE  PRINCE  OF 
DENMARK,  AND  THE  LADY  ANNE.* 

BY       MR.       PRIOR,       1683. 


c 


Onjunftum  Veneri  Martem,  Danofque  Britannis 
Dum  canit  altifonis  dofta  caterva  modis, 
AfFero  lincerum  culto  pro  carmine  votum, 
Quod  minus  ingenii,  plus  pietatis  habct. 

Vivant 


•  Fromthe  "Hymenaeus  Cantabrigienfis.  Cantabrigiae,  1683." 
This  copy,  notwithftanding  the  figaature,  is  beyond  a  doubt  the 
property  of  the  facetious  Matt.  Prior.  See  the  •'  Mifcellany 
"Poems,  1781."  Vol.  VII.  p.  93.— All  our  College  Exercifes 
are  given  up,  figned  only,  by  us,  with  our  surname.— The 
Bean  of  the  college,  to  whom,  in  right  of  his  office.  Prior's  Verfes 

were 
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Vivant  Ambo  diu,  vivant  feliciter,  opto  ; 

Diljgat  hie  Sponfam,  diligat  ilia  Virum. 
Junftos  perpetua  teneas,  Hymenase,  catena  ; 

Junftos,  Juno,  die  protege  ;  no6le,  Venus  ! 
Exultent  fimili  felices  prole  Parentes, 

Ut  petat  hinc  multos  natio  bina  duces  ! 
Cumque  fenes  pariter  cupiant  valedicere  terris, 

Ne  mors  auguftum  dividat  atrajugum  : 
Sed  qualis  raptum  tranfvexit  currus  Elijam, 

Tranfvehat  ad  fuperas  talis  utrumque  domes ! 

A.  Prior,  Coll.  Dlv.  jfoh.  Alumn. 


■were  delivered,  not  knowing,  or  miftaking  Prior's  name,  vifho  was 
then  a  FreOiinan,  marked  them  with  a.  inftead  of  m.  when  he 
gave  them  into  the  university  inspectors  for  their  appro- 
bation :  or,  probably,  he  might  have  made  fo  aukward  an  m.  that 
THEY  MISTOOK  it  for  an  a.  They  bear  i  n  t  er  n a  l  evidence 
«f  their  being  written  by  one,  though  a  Frelliman,  ufed  to  %uritt 
Latin  Verfe  ;  and  to  write  it  too,  in  a  Great  School.,  under  a  Great 
Mafter — as  was  Prior's — Dr.  Bufby.  There  is  aclaflical  terfenefs 
in  the  didlion  ;  and  eafe,  and  harmony  in  the  Numbers.  And  the 
diftant  imitation  of  Martial's  admirable  lines  on  the  happy  mar- 
ried PAIR — or  rather  the  allusion  to  that  excellent  little 
piece  (for  it  can  hardly  be  called  an  imitation  of  it),  (hews 
the  TASTE  of  a  MASTER,  at  the  YEARS  of  a  boy,  and  is  not 
unworthy  the  name,  or  the  fame  of  Pr  ior.     Ky  n  aston. 


On 
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On  Exodus  iii.  14.  "I  am  that  I  am,**" 
AN        ODE. 

WRITTEN    1688,  AS  AN  EXERCISE   AT  ST.  JOHn's 
COLLEGE,  CAMBRIDGE. 

I. 

A/TAN!   foolini  man! 

Scarce  know'fl  thou  how  thy felf  began  f 
Scarce  haft  thou  thought  enough  to  prove  thou  art  j 
Yet,  fteel'd  wltli  ftudy'd  boldncfs,  thou  dar'il  try 
To  fend  thy  doubting  reafon's  dazzled  eye 
Through  the  myfterious  gulph  of  vaft  immcnfity. 
Much  thou  eanft  there  difcem,  much  thence  impart. 
Vain  wretch  !  fupprefs  thy  knowing  pride  ; 
Mortify  thy  learned  hift. 
Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  while  thou  thyfelf  art  duft* 

II. 
Let  wit  her  fails,  her  oars  let  wifdom  lend  ; 
The  helm  let  politic  experience  guide  : 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope  thy  fhort-liv'd  bark  (hall  ride 
Down  fpreading  fate's  unnavigable  tide. 

What  though  ftill  it  farther  tend, 

Still  'tis  farther  from  its  end  ; 
And,  in  the  bofom  of  that  boundlefs  fea^ 
Still  finds  its  error  lengthen  with  its  way. 

Vol.  XXXII.  L  lU.  WIti, 
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III. 

With  daring  pride  and  infolent  delight, 
Your  doubts  refolv'd  you  boaft,  your  labours  crowTi'd, 
And,  "EYPHKA  !  your  God,  forfooth,  is  found 
Incomprehenfible  and  infinite. 
But  is  he  therefore  found  ?  vain  fearcher  !  no  : 
Let  your  imperfect  definition  {how 
That  nothing  you,  the  weak  definer,  know. 
IV. 

Say,  why  fhould  the  collefted  main 

Itfelf  within  itfelf  contain  ? 
Why  to  its  caverns  fhould  it  fometimes  creep, 

And  with  delighted  filence  fleep 
On  the  lov'd  bofom  of  its  parent  deep  ? 

W^hy  fhould  its  numerous  waters  Hay 
In  comely  difcipline,  and  fair  array, 
Till  winds  and  tides  exert  their  high  command ! 

Then,  prompt  and  ready  to  obey, 

Why  do  the  rifing  furges  fpread 
Their  opening  ranks  o'er  earth's  fubmifllve  head, 
Marching  through  different  paths  to  different  lands  ? 
V. 

Why  does  the  conftant  fun 
With  meafur'd  fieps  his  radiant  journies  run  ? 
Why  does  he  order  the  diurnal  hours 
To  leave  earth's  other  part,  and  rife  in  ours  ? 
Why  does  he  wake  the  correfpondent  moon, 
And  fill  her  willing  lamp  with  liquid  light, 
•Commanding  her  with  delegated  powers 
To  beautify  the  world,  and  blefs  the  night  ? 

Why 


ANODE.  i4> 

\Miy  does  each  animated  ftar 
Love  the  juft  limits  of  its  proper  fphere  ? 

\Vhy  docs  each  confenting  fign 

Vv'^ith  prudent  harmony  combine 
In  turns  to  move,  and  fubfcquent  appear. 
To  gird  the  globe,  and  regulate  the  year  ? 

VI. 

Man  does  with  dangerous  curiofity 

Thefe  unfathom'd  wonders  try  : 
With  fancied  rules  and  arbitrar)-  laws 
Matter  and  motion  he  reftrains  ; 
And  ftudied  lines  and  fiAious  circles  draws  : 

Then  with  imagin'd  fovereignty 

Lord  of  his  new  hypothefis  he  reigns. 

He  reigns  :  how  long  ?  till  fome  ufurper  r.fc  ; 

And  he  too,  mighty  thoughtful,  mighty  wife, 

Studies  new  lines,  and  other  circles  feigns. 

From  this  laft  toil  again  what  knowledge  flows  ? 
Juft  as  much,  perhaps,  as  ftiows 
That  all  his  predeccfTor's  rules 

Were  empty  cant,  all  jargon  of  the  fchools  ; 

That  he  on  t'other's  ruin  rears  his  throne  ; 
And  fhows  his  friend's  miftake,  and  thence  confirms  his 
own. 

VII. 
On  earth,  in  air,  amidft  the  feas  and  flcies, 
Mountainous  heaps  of  wonders  rife  ; 
Whofe  towering  ftrength  wiU  ne'er  fubmit 
To  reafon's  batteries,  or  the  mines  of  wt : 

L  2  Yet 
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Yet  ftill  inquiring,  ftill  miftaken  man. 
Each  hour  repi'.ls'd,  each  hour  dares  onward  prefs; 
And,  levelling  at  God  his  wandering  guefs 
(Thac  feeble  engine  of  his  reafoning  war. 
Which  guides  his  doubts,  and  combats  his  defpair)^ 
Laws  to  his  Maker  the  learn 'd  wretch  can  give : 
Can  bound  that  nature,  and  prefcribe  that  will, 
Whofe  pregnant  word  did  either  ocean  fill : 
Can  tell  us  whence  all  beings  are,  and  how  they  move 
and  live. 
Through  either  ocean,  foolifh  man  !' 
That  pregnant  word  fent  forth  again. 
Might  to  a  world  extend  each  atom  there  ; 
For  every  drop  call  forth  a  fea,  a  heaven  for  every  flar. 
VIII. 
Let  cunning  earth  her  fruitful  wonders  hide  ; 
And  only  Kft  thy  ftaggering  reafon  up, 
To  trembling  Calvary's  ailonilh'd  top  ; 
Then  mock  thy  knowledge,  and  confound  thy  pride. 
Explaining  how  Perfeftion  fuffer'd  pain, 
Almighty  lang-uifli'd,  and  Eternal  died  : 
How  by  her  patient  viftor  death  was  flain  ; 
And  earth  profan'd,  yet  blefs'd,  with  Deicide. 
Then  down  with  all  thy  boafted  volumes,  down ; 
Only  referve  the  Sacred  One  : 

Low,  reverently  low, 
Make  thy  llubborn  knowledge  bow  ; 
Weep  out  thy  reafon's  and  thy  body's  eyes  ; 

Deje£l  thyfelf,  that  thou  may'ft  rife  ; 
To  look  to  Heaven,  be  blind  to  all  below. 

IX.  The« 
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IX, 

Then  Faith,  for  Reafon's  ;^limmering  light,  fhall  give 

Her  immortal  pcrlpcclivc  ; 
And  Grace's  prelence  Nature's  lofs  retrieve  ; 
Then  thy  enliven'd  foul  (hall  fee, 
That  all  the  volumes  of  Philofophy, 
With  all  their  comments,  never  could  invent 

So  politic  an  inllrumcnt. 
To  reach  the  heaven  of  heaA-ens,  the  high  abode, 
Where  Mofes  places  his  myfterious  God, 
As  was  the  ladder  which  old  Jacob  rear'd, 
When  light  divine  had  human  darknefs  clear'd  ; 
And  his  enlarg'd  ideas  found  the  road. 
Which  Faith  had  dictated,  and  Angels  trod. 

(  ONSIDERATIONSoN  PARXir  the  SSth PSALM. 

A  COLLEGE   EXERCISE,   161JO. 
I. 

TTEAVY,  O  I^ord,  on  me  thy  judgments  lie, 

Accurll  I  am,  while  God  rejeCts  my  cry, 
O'erwhclm'd  in  darknefs  and  defpair  I  groan ; 
And  even.-  place  is  hell  ;  for  God  is  gone. 
O  I   Lord,  arife,  and  let  thy  beams  control 
Thofe  horrid  clouds,  that  prefs  my  frighted  foul : 
Save  the  poor  wanderer  from  eternal  night. 
Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Light, 

II. 
Downward  I  haften  to  my  deflin'd  place  ; 
There  none  obtain  thy  aid,  or  fing  thy  praifc. 

L  3  Soon 
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Soon  1  fhall  lie  in  death's  deep  ocean  drown'd  : 
Is  mercy  there,  or  fweet  forgivenefs  found  ? 
O  fave  me  yet,  whilft  on  the  brink  I  ftand ; 
Rebuke  the  llorm,  and  waft  my  foul  to  land. 
O  let  her  reft  beneath  thy  wing  fecure, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Power. 
III. 

Behold  the  prodigal !  to  thee  I  come, 
To  hail  my  father,  and  to  feek  my  home.  I 

Nor  refuge  could  I  find,  nor  friend  abroad, 
Straying  in  vice,  and  dellitute  of  God. 
O  let  thy  terrors,  and  my  anguifh  end ! 
Be  thou  my  refuge  and  be  thou  my  friend  : 
Receive  the  fon  thou  didft  fo  long  reprove, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Love. 


T  O     T  H   E 

Rev.  Dr.  F.  TURNER,  BISHOP  of  ELY, 

WHO  HAD  ADVISED  A  TRANSLATION  OF  PRUDENTIUS. 

TF  poets,  ere  they  cloth'd  their  infant  thought. 

And  the  rude  work  to  juft  perfe6lion  brought. 
Did  ftill  fome  god,  or  godlike  man  invoke, 
Whofe  mighty  name  their  facred  filence  broke  : 
Your  goodnefs,  Sir,  will  eafiiy  excufe 
The  bold  requefts  of  an  afpiring  Mufe  ; 
Who,  with  your  bleffing,  would  your  aid  implore. 
And  in  her  weaknefs  jullify  your  power.— 

From 
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From  your  fair  pattern  fhe  would  (Irive  to  wTitc, 
And  with  unequal  (Irength  purfue  your  flight  ; 
Yet  hopes  fhe  ne'er  can  err  that  follows  you. 
Led  by  your  bleft  commands,  and  great  example  too. 

Then  fmiling  and  afplring  influence  give, 
And  make  the  Mufe  and  her  endeavours  live  ; 
Claim  all  her  future  labours  as  your  due, 
Let  every  fong  begin  and  end  with  you  : 
So  to  the  blell  retreat  flie'U  gladly  go, 
Where  the  Saints'  palm  and  Mufes'  laurel  gro\\' ; 
Where  kindly  both  in  glad  embrace  fliall  join. 
And  round  your  brow  their  mingled  honours  twine  ; 
Both  to  the  virtue  due,  which  could  excel. 
As  much  in  writing,  as  in  living  well. — 
So  fliall  file  proudly  prefs  the  tuneful  llring, 
And  miglity  things  in  mighty  numbers  fmg  ; 
Nor  doubt  to  ftrike  Prudentius'  daring  lyre, 
-\nd  humbly  bring  the  veife  wliich  you  infplre. 

A 

PASTORAL. 

TO    THE    BISHOP    OF    ELY,    ON    HIS   DEPARTURE  FROM 
CAMBRIDGE. 

D  A  M  O  V. 
nPELL,  dea-  Alexis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 

Doll  thou  in  mournful  fliades  obfcurely  lie  ? 
Why  doft  thou  figh,  why  ftrike  thy  panting  breaft  ? 
And  ileal  from  life  the  needful  hours  of  reft  i 

L  4  Are 
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Are  thy  kids  ftarv'd  by  winter's  early  froft  ? 

Are  any  of  thy  bleating  flragglers  loft  ? 

Have  ftrangers'  cattle  trod  thy  new-plough'd  ground? 

Has  great  Joanna,  or  her  greater  fhepherd,  frown 'd  ? 

ALEXIS. 

See  my  kidsbrowze,  my  lambs  fecurely  play: 
I  (Ah  !   were  their  mafter  unconcern'd  as  they  !) 

''  No  beafts  (at  noon  I  look'd)  had  trod  my  ground  ; 

l^or  has  Joanna,  or  her  fhepherd,  frown'd. 

■DAM  ON. 
Then  ftop  the  lavifh  fountain  of  your  eyes. 
Nor  let  thofe  fighs  from  your  fwoln  bofom  rife  ; 
Chafe  fadnefs,  friend,  and  folitude  away  ; 
And  once  again  rejoice,  and  once  again  look  gay. 

ALEXIS. 

Say  what  can  more  our  tortur'd  fouls  annoy. 
Than  to  behold,  admire,  and  lofe  our  joy  ? 
Whofe  fate  more  hard  than  thofe  who  fadly  run. 
For  the  laft  glimpfe  of  the  departing  fun  ? 
Or  what  feverer  fentence  can  be  given, 
Tiian,  having  feen,  to  be  excluded  heaven  ? 

D  A  M  O  N. 
l^one,  fhepherd,  none — 

ALEXIS. 
Then  ceafe  to  chide  my  cares  1 
And  rather  pity  than  reftrain  my  tears  ; 
Thofe  tears,  my  Damon,  which  I  juftly  fhed, 
To  think  how  great  my  joys ;  how  foon  they  fled. 

I  told 
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1  told  thee,  friend  (now  blefs  the  fhcpherd's  name, 

prom  whofe  dear  care  the  kind  occafion  came), 

That  I,  even  I,  might  happily  receive 

The  facred  wealth,  which  Heaven  and  Daphnis  ■give  : 

That  I  might  fee  the  lovely  awful  fwain, 

Whofe  holy  crofier  guides  our  willing  plain  ; 

Whofe  pleafing  power  and  ruling  goodncfs  keep 

Our  fouls  with  equal  care  as  we  our  fhecp  ; 

Whofe  praife  excites  each  lyre,  employs  each  tongue  ; 

Whilft  only  he  who  caus'd,  diflikes  the  fong. 

To  this  great,  humble,  parting  man  I  gain'd 

Accefs,  and  happy  for  an  hour  I  reign'd  ; 

Happy  as  new-form'd  man  in  paradife, 

Ere  iin  debauch'd  his  inoffenfive  blifs  ; 

Happy  as  heroes  after  battles  won. 

Prophets  entranc'd,  or  monarchs  on  the  throne  ; 

But  (oh,  ray  friend  ! )  thofe  joys  with  Daphnis  flew  ; 

To  them  thefe  tributary  tears  are  due. 

D  A  M  O  K. 
Was  he  fo  humble  then  ?  thofe  joys  fo  vaft  ? 
Ceafe  to  admire  that  both  fo  quickly  paft. 
Too  happy  (hould  we  be,  would  fmiling  fate 
Render  one  blefiing  durable  and  great ; 
But  (oh  the  fad  vicifiitude  !)  how  foon 
Unwelcome  night  fucceeds  the  cheerful  noon  ; 
And  rigid  winter  nips  the  flowery  pomp  of  June  ! 
Then  ^eve  not,  friend,  like  you,  fmce  all  mankind 
A  certain  change  of  joy  and  forrow  find. 
-Supprefs  your  figh,  your  down-cafl:  eyelids  raife, 
Whom  prefect  jou  revere,  him  abfcnt  praife. 
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TO     THE 

COUNTESS    OF    EXETER» 

PLAYING    ON    THE    LUTE. 

HAT  charms  you  have,  from  what  high  race 
you  fprung, 
Have  been  the  pleafing  fubjefts  of  my  fong  : 
Unflcill'd  and  young,  yet  fomething  ftill  I  writ, 
Of  Ca'ndifli'  beauty  join'd  to  Cecil's  Avit. 
But  when  you  pleafe  to  (hew  the  labouring  Mufe, 
What  greater  theme  your  mufick  can  produce  j 
My  babbling  praifes  I  repeat  no  more, 
But  hear,  rejoice.  Hand  filent,  and  adore. 

The  Perfians  thus,  firil  gazing  on  the  fun, 
Admir'd  how  high  'twas  plac'd,  how  bright  it  {hone  ; 
But,  as  his  power  was  known,  their  thoughts  were 

rais'd  ; 
And  foon  they  worfliip'd,  what  at  firft  they  prais'd. 

Eliza's  glory  lives  in  Spenfer's  fong  ; 
And  Cowley's  verfe  keeps  fair  Orinda  young. 
That  as  in  birth,  in  beauty  you  excel. 
The  Mufe  might  diftate,  and  the  Poet  tell : 
Your  art  no  other  art  can  fpeak  ;  and  you. 
To  fhew  how  well  you  play,  muft  play  anew  : 
Your  mufick's  power  your  mufick  muft  difclofe  ; 
For  what  light  is,  'tis  only  light  that  fliows. 

Strange  force  of  harmony,  that  thus  controls 
Our  thoughts,  and  turns  and  fandlifies  our  fouls : 

While 
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While  with  its  utmoll  art  your  fex  could  move 

Our  wonder  only,  or  at  bed  our  love  : 

You  far  above  both  thefe  your  God  did  place, 

That  your  high  power  might  worldly  thoughts  dc- 
ftroy  ; 
That  with  your  numbers  you  our  zeal  might  ralfe. 

And,  like  Himfelf,  communicate  your  joy. 
When  to  your  native  heaven  you  fliall  repair, 
And  with  your  prefence  crown  the  blcfTuigs  there, 
Your  lute  may  wind  its  firings  but  little  higher, 
To  tune  their  notes  to  that  immortal  quire. 
Your  art  is  perfeft  here  ;  your  numbers  do. 
More  than  our  books,  make  the  rude  Athcill  know 
That  tliert's  a  heaven  by  what  he  hears  below, 

As  in  fome  piece,  while  Luke  his  (kill  expreft, 
A  cunning  angel  came,  and  drew  the  rcfi:  : 
So  when  you  play,  (bme  godhead  does  impart 
Harmonious  aid,  divinity  helps  art ; 
Some  cherub  finlfhes  what  you  begun. 
And  to  a  miracle  improves  a  tune. 

To  burning  Rome,  when  frantic  Nero  play'd. 
Viewing  that  face,  no  more  he  had  fur\'ey'd 
The  raging  flames  ;  but,  ftruck  with  ftrange  furprifc, 
Confcfs'd  them  lefs  than  thofe  of  Anna's  eyes  : 
Bnt,  had  he  heard  thy  lute,  he  foon  had  found 
His  rage  eluded,  and  his  crime  aton'd : 
Thine,  like  Amphion's  hand,  had  wak'd  the  llonc. 
And  from  deftruCtlon  call'd  the  rifmg  town  : 
Malice  to  mufick  had  been  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
Nor  could  he  burn  fo  fall,  as  thou  could'il  build. 

O  M 
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ON  A   PICTURE    OF   SENECA    DYING    IN   A  BATH; 
BY  JORDAIN: 

AT  THE   EARL   OF   EXETEr's,  AT  BURLEIGH-HOUSE, 

"T  ^7  H  I  L  E  cruel  Nero  only  drains 

'         The  moral  Spaniard's  ebbing  veins. 
By  ftudy  worn,  and  flack  with  age, 
How  dull,  how  thoughtlefs,  is  his  rage  ! 
Heighten'd  revenge  would  he  have  took. 
He  fhould  have  burnt  his  tutor's  book  ; 
And  long  have  reign'd  fupreme  in  vice  •: 
One  nobler  wretch  can  only  rife  ; 
'Tis  he  whofe  fury  fliall  deface 
The  ftoic's  image  in  this  piece  ; 
For  while  unhurt,  divine  Jordain, 
Thy  work  and  Seneca's  remain. 
He  ftill  has  body,  ftill  has  foul, 
And  lives  and  fpeaks,  rellor'd  and  whole. 

AN  ODE. 

I. 

H  ILE  blooming  youth  and  gay  delight 
Sit  on  thy  rofy  cheeks  confelt, 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  undoubted  right 
To  triumph  o'er  this  deftin'd  breath 
My  reafon  bends  to  Avhat  thy  eyes  ordain  ; 
For  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign. 

II.  But 
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II. 

But  would  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power  you  know  I  muft  obey  ? 
E  xert  a  legal  tyranny, 

And  do  an  ill,  bccaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  muft  I  thee,  as  athcifts  Heaven,  adore  ; 
Not  fee  thy  mercy,  and  yet  dread  thy  power  ? 

III. 
Take  heed,  my  dear  :  youth  flies  apace  ; 

As  well  as  Cupid,  Time  is  blind  : 
Soon  muft  thofe  glories  of  tliy  face 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  find  : 
Tlie  thoufand  Loves,  that  arm  thy  potent  eye, 
Muft  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die* 

IV. 
Then  wilt  thou  figh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears  ; 
And  putting  peevifli  humours  on. 
Seems  but  the  fad  efFeft  of  years  : 
Kindnefs  itfelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 

V. 

Forc'd  compliments,  and  formal  bows. 

Will  fliew  thee  juft  above  negleA  : 
The  heat  with  which  thy  lover  glows. 
Will  fettle  into  cold  refpeft  : 
A  talking  dull  platonic  I  fliall  turn  ; 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn. 

VI.  Thca 
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VI. 
Then  ftiun  the  ill,  and  know,  my  dear, 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars,  fit  to  bear 

So  vail  a  weight  as  that  of  love. 
If  thou  canft  wi{h  to  make  my  flames  endure, 
Tliine  mufl  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure. 

VII. 

Hafte,  Celia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites, 

Obey  kind  Cupid's  prefent  voice  ; 
Fill  every  fenfe  with  foft  delights, 
And  give  thy  foul  a  loofe  to  joys : 
Let  millions  of  repeated  bhffes  prove 
That  thou  all  kindnefs  art,  and  I  all  love. 

VIII. 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine ;  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams,  to  guide 
To  me  alone  ;  nor  come  fo  far. 
As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  them,  and  believe 
They're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve. 

IX. 

So  fliall  I  court  thy  dearefl  truth. 
When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  ; 
So,  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth, 
I'll  love  it  o'er  again  in  age  : 
So  time  itfelf  our  raptures  fliall  improve. 
While  ftill  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love. 

2  A^ 
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A    M 

EPISTLE 

T    O 

FLEETWOOD    SHEPHARD,    ESQ^ 

'TT T  HEN  crowding  folks,  with  flrange  ill  faces, 

T  T      Were  making  legs,  and  begging  places, 
And  fome  with  patents,  fome  with  merit, 
Tlr'd  out  my  good  lord  Dorfet's  fpirit : 
Sneaking  I  flood  amongft  the  crew, 
Defiring  much  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  waited  while  the  clock  ftruck  thrice, 
And  footman  brought  out  fifty  lies  ; 
Till,  patience  vext,  and  legs  grown  weary, 
I  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  tarry : 
But  did  opine  it  might  be  better. 
By  penny-poft  to  fend  a  letter  ; 
Now,  if  you  mlfs  of  this  epiiile, 
I'm  baulk'd  again,  and  may  go  whiftle. 
My  bufinefs,  Sir,  you'll  quickly  guefs. 
Is  to  defire  fome  little  place  ; 
And  fair  pretenfions  I  have  for  't. 
Much  need,  and  very  fmail  defert. 
Whene'er  I  ^v^it  to  you,  I  wanted  ; 
I  always  begg'd,  you  always  granted. 
Now,  as  you  took  me  up  when  little. 
Gave  me  my  learning  and  my  vittle  ; 

Aik'd 
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Afli'd  for  me,  from  my  lord,  things  fitting. 
Kind  as  I  'ad  been  your  own  begetting  ; 
Confirm  what  formerly,  you've  given, 
Nor  leave  me  now  at  fix  and  feven, 
As  Sunderland  has  left  Mun  Stephen^ 

No  family,  that  takes  a  whelp 
When  firft  he  laps,  and  fcarce  can  yelp>. 
Neglects  or  turns  him  out  of  gate 
When  he's  grown  up  to  dog's  eftate : 
Nor  parifh,  if  they  onee  adopt 
The  fpurious  brats  by  ftroUers  dropt, 
Leave  them,  when  grown  up  lufty  fellows,. 
To  the  wide  world,  that  is,  the  gallows : 
No,  thank  them  for  their  love,  that's  worfe,. 
Than  if  they  'ad  throttled  them  at  nurfe.. 

My  uncle,  reff  his  foul !    when  living, 
Might  have  contriv'd  me  ways  of  thriving  ;■ 
Taught  me  with  cyder  to  replenifh 
My  vats,  or  ebbing  tide  of  Rhenifh. 
So-  when  for  hock  I  drew  prickt  white-wine. 
Swear  't  had  the  flavour,  and  was  right  wine^ 
Or  fent  me  with  ten  pounds  to  Furni- 
val's  inn,  to  fome  good  rogue-attorney ; 
Where  now,  by  forging  deeds,  and  cheating, 
I  'ad  found  fome  handfome  ways  of  getting*. 

All  this  you  made  me  quit,  to  follow 
That  fneaking  whey-fac'd  god  Apollo  j 
Sent  me  among  a  fiddling  crew 
Of  folks,  I  'ad  nevtfr  feen  nor  knew. 
Calliope,  and  God  knows  who.. 
2 
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To  add  no  more  inveftives  to  it, 

You  fpoil'd  the  youth,  to  make  a  poet. 

In  common  jullice,  Sir,  there's  no  man 

That  makes  the  whore,  but  keeps  the  woman. 

Among  all  honeft  Chriftian  people, 

Whoe'er  breaks  limbs,  maintains  the  cripple. 

The  fum  of  all  I  have  to  fay, 
Is,  that  you'd  put  me  in  fome  way ; 
And  your  petitioner  (hall  pray — 

There's  one  thing  more  I  had  almoft  flipt. 
But  that  may  do  as  well  in  poftfcript : 
My  friend  Charles  Montague's  preferr'd  ; 
Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 
That  one  moufe  eats,  while  t'other's  flarv'd. 


ANOTHER 


TO     THE     SAME. 


SI  R, 


Burleigh,  May  14,   1689. 
A   S  once  a  twelvemonth  to  the  prieil, 
Holy  at  Rome,  here  antichrift, 
The  Spanifh  king  prefents  a  jennet. 
To  {hew  his  love  ; — that's  all  that's  in  it : 
For  if  his  holinefs  would  thump 
His  reverend  bum  'gafnft  horfe's  rump. 
Vol.  XXXII.  M  He 
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He  might  b'  equipt  from  his  own  liable 
With  one  more  white,  and  eke  more  able. 

Or  as,  with  gondolas  and  men,  his 
Good  excellence  the  Duke  of  Venice 
(I  wifh,  for  rhyme,  't  had  been  the  king) 
Sails  out,  and  gives  the  gulph  a  ring  ; 
Which  trick  of  ftate,  he  wifely  maintains, 
Keeps  kindnefs  up  'twixt  old  acquaintance  ; 
For  elfe,  in  honeil  truth,  the  fea 
Has  much  lefs  need  of  gold  than  he. 

Or,  not  to  rove,  and  pump  one's  fancy 
For  popifli  fimiles  beyond  fea  ; 
As  folks  from  mud-wall'd  tenement 
Bring  landlords  pepper-corn  for  rent ; 
Prefent  a  turkey,  or  a  hen. 
To  thofe  might  better  fpare  them  ten  ; 
Ev'n  fo,  with  all  fubmiflion,  I 
(For  firft  men  Inftance,  then  apply) 
Send  you  each  year  a  homely  letter, 
Who  may  return  me  much  a  better. 

Then  take  it,  Sir,  as  it  was  writ. 
To  pay  refpcft,  and  not  fliew  wit ; 
Nor  look  aflcevv  at  what  it  faith  ; 
There's  no  petition  in  it — 'faith. 

Here  fome  would  fcratch  their  heads,  and  try 
What  they  fhould  write,  and  how,  and  why ; 
But  I  conceive,  fuch  folks  are  quite  in 
Miftakes,  in  theory  of  writing. 
If  once  for  principle  'tis  laid, 
That  thought  is  trouble  to  the  head  ; 

I  arofue 
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I  argue  thus  :   the  world  agrees 

That  he  writes  well,  who  wTites  with  cafe  ; 

Then  he,  by  fequel  logical. 

Writes  heft,  who  never  thinks  at  all. 

Verfe  comes  from  heaven,  like  inward  light  ; 
Mere  human  pains  can  ne'er  come  by  't  j 
The  god,  not  we,  the  poem  makes  ; 
We  only  tell  folks  what  he  fpeaks. 
Hence,  when  anatomifls  difcourfe, 
How  like  brutes'  organs  are  to  ours  ; 
They  grant,  if  higher  poAvers  think  fit, 
A  bear  might  foon  be  rtiade  a  wit ; 
And  that,  for  any  thing  in  nature. 
Pigs  might  fqueak  love-odes,  dogs  bark  fatire. 

Memnon,  though  ftone,  was  counted  vocal ; 
But  'twas  the  god,  meanwhile,  that  fpoke  all. 
Rome  oft  has  heard  a  crofs  haranguing, 
With  prompting  prieft  behind  the  hanging : 
The  wooden  head  refolv'd  the  queftion  ; 
While  you  and  Pettis  help'd  the  jell  on. 

Your  crabbed  rogues,  that  read  Lucretius, 
Are  againft  gods,  you  know  ;   and  teach  us. 
The  gods  make  not  the  poet ;  but 
The  thefis,  vice-verfa  put. 
Should  Hebrew-wife  be  underftood  ; 
And  means,  the  poet  makes  the  god. 

-'Egj'ptian  gardeners  thus  are  faid  to 
Have  fet  the  leeks  they  after  pray'd  to  : 
And  Romifh  bakers  praife  the  deity 
They  chipp'd  while  yet  in  its  paneity. 

M  2  Thit 
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That  when  you  poets  fvvear  and  cry, 
The  god  infpires  ;   I  rave,  I  die  ; 
If  inward  wind  does  truly  fwell  ye, 
'T  mull  be  the  colick  in  your  belly  : 
That  writing  is  but  juft  like  dice, 
And  lucky  mains  make  people  wife  : 
That  jumbled  words,  if  fortune  throw  'em. 
Shall,  well  as  Dryden,  form  a  poem ; 
Or  make  a  fpeech,  correal  and  witty, 
As  you  know  who — at  the  committee. 

So  atoms  dancing  round  the  center. 
They  urge,  made  all  things  at  a  venture. 

But,  granting  matters  {hould  be  fpoke 
By  method,  rather  than  by  luck  ; 
This  may  confine  their  younger  llyles. 
Whom  Dr)den  pedagogues  at  Will's  ; 
But  never  could  be  meant  to  tye 
Authentic  wits,  like  you  and  I  : 
For  as  young  children,  who  are  tied  in 
Go-carts,  to  keep  their  fteps  from  Aiding ; 
Whem  members  knit,  and  legs  grow  ftronger. 
Make  ufe  of  fuch  machine  no  longer  ; 
But  leap  pro  libiiu,  and  fcout 
On  horfe  call'd  hobby,  or  without ; 
So  when  at  fchool  we  firft  declaim. 
Old  Bufby  walks  us  in  a  theme, 
Whofe  props  fupport  our  infant  vein, 
And  help  the  rickets  in  the  brain  : 
But,  when  our  fouls  their  force  dilate, 
And  thoughts  grow  up  to  wit's  eftate  ; 

lA 
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In  verfe  or  profe,  we  write  or  chat. 
Not  fixpcnce  matter  upon  what. 

*Tis  not  how  well  an  author  fays ; 
But  'tis  how  much,  that  gathers  praife. 
Tonfon,  who  Is  himfclf  a  u-it, 
Counts  writers*  merits  by  the  flicet. 
Thus  each  fhould  down  with  all  he  thinks. 
As  boys  eat  bread,  to  fill  up  chinks. 

Kind  Sir,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  you  ; 
I  hope  y'  are  well  ;   fo  God  be  wi'  you ; 
Was  all  I  thought  at  firil  to  write  ; 
But  things  fince  then  are  alter'd  quite  ; 
Fancies  flow  in,  and  Mufe  flies  high  : 
So  God  knows  when  my  clack  will  lie  : 
I  mull,  Sir,  prattle  on,  as  afore, 
And  beg  your  pardon  yet  this  half-hour. 

So  at  pure  bam  of  loud  Non-con, 
Where  with  my  granam  I  have  gone, 
Vrhen  Lobb  had  fifted  all  his  text. 
And  I  well  hop'd  the  pudding  next ; 
*'  Now  to  apply,"  has  plagu'd  me  more 
Than  all  his  villain  cant  before. 

For  your  religion,  firft,  of  her 
^  our  friends  do  favoury  things  aver  : 
They  fay,  flie's  honelt  as  your  claret, 
Not  four'd  with  cant,  nor  ftumm'd  with  merit ; 
Your  chamber  is  the  fole  retreat 
Of  chaplains  ever)'  Sunday  night : 
Of  grace,  no  doubt,  a  certain  fign, 
^Vhen  lay-man  her4s  with  man  dirine  ; 

M  3  For 
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For  if  their  fame  be  juftly  great, 
Who  would  no  popifh  nuncio  treat ; 
That  his  is  greater,  we  mutt  grant. 
Who  will  treat  nuncios  protettant. 
One  fingle  pofitive  weighs  more. 
You  know,  than  negatives  a  fcore. 

In  politics,  I  hear,  you're  ftanch,, 
Direftly  bent  againft  the  French  j 
Deny  to  have  your  free-born  toe 
Dragoon'd  into  a  wooden  fhoe  : 
Are  in  no  plots ;  but  fairly  drive  at 
The  public  welfare,  in  your  private  j 
And  will  for  England's  glory  try 
Turks,  JeviTs,  and  Jefuits,  to  defy. 
And  keep  your  places  till  you  die. 

For  me,  whom  wandering  fortune  threw 
From  what  I  lov'd,  the  town  and  you  : 
Let  me  juft  tell  you  how  my  time  is 
Paft  in  a  country  life. — Imprimis,' 
As  foon  as  Phoebus'  rays  infpedl  us, 
Firft,  Sir,  I  read,  and  then  I  breakfaft  j 
So  on,  till  forefaid  god  does  fet, 
I  fometimes  ftudy,  fometimes  eat. 
Thus,  of  your  heroes  and  brave  boys. 
With  whom  old  Homer  makes  fuch  noife^ 
The  greateft  aftions  I  can  find. 
Are,  that  they  did  their  work,  ard  din'd. 

The  books,  of  which  I'm  chiefly  fond. 
Are  fuch  as  you  have  whilom  conn'd ; 
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That  treat  of  China's  civil  law. 

And  fuhjefts'  right  in  Golconda  ; 

Of  highway-elephants  at  Ceylan, 

That  rob  in  clans,  like  men  o'  th'  Highland  ; 

Of  apes  that  ftorm,  or  keep  a  town, 

As  well  almod  as  Count  Lauzun ; 

Of  unicorns  and  alligators, 

Elks,  mermaids,  mummies,  witches,  fatyrs, 

And  twenty  other  ftrangcr  matters  ; 

Which,  though  they're  things  I've  no  concern  in. 

Make  all  our  grooms  admire  my  learning. 

Critics  I  read  on  other  men, 
And  hypers  upon  them  again  ; 
From  whofe  remarks  I  give  opinion 
On  twenty  books,  yet  ne'er  look  in  one. 

Then  all  your  wits  that  fleer  and  (ham, 
Down  from  Don  Quixote  to  Tom  Tram  ; 
From  whom  1  jefts  and  puns  purloin. 
And  flily  put  them  off  for  mine  : 
Fond  to  be  thought  a  country  wit : 
The  reft — when  fate  and  you  think  fit. 

Sometimes  I  chmb  my  mare,  and  kick  her 
To  bottled  ale,  and  neighbouring  vicar  ; 
Sometimes  at  Stamford  take  a  quart, 
Squire  Shephard's  health — With  all  my  heart. 

Thus,  without  much  delight  or  grief, 
I  fool  away  an  idle  life  : 
Till  Shadwell  from  the  town  retires 
(Choak'd  up  with  fame  and  fea-coal  fires), 
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To  blefs  the  wood  with  peaceful  lyrick : 
Then  hey  for  praife  and  panegyrick  ; 
Juftice  reftor'd,  and  nations  freed, 
And  wreaths  round  William's  glorious  head. 


TO         THE 


COUNTESS     OF     DORSET. 


WRITTEN     IN     HER    MILTON. 


BY      MR.      BRADBURY. 


C  E  E  here  how  bright  the  firft-botn  virgin  fhonc, 

And  how  the  firft  fond  lover  was  undone- 
Such  charming  words,  our  beauteous  mother  fpoke, 
As  Milton  wrote,  and  fuch  as  yours  her  look. 
Yours,  the  beil  copy  of  th'  original  face, 
Whofe  beauty  was  to  furniih  all  the  race  : 
Such  chains  no  author  could  efcape  but  he ; 
There's  no  way  to  be  fafe,  but  not  to  fee. 
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TO       THE 


LADY        DURSLEY. 

ON     THE     SAME     SUBJECT. 

T  T  ERE  reading  how  fond  Adam  was  betray'd. 

And  how  by  fin  Eve's  blafted  charms  decay'd  ; 
Our  common  lofs  unjuftly  you  complain  ; 
So  fmall  that  part  of  it,  which  you  fuftain. 

You  ftill,  fair  mother,  in  your  offspring  trace 
The  ftock  of  beauty  dellin'd  for  the  race  : 
Kind  nature,  forming  them,  the  pattern  took 
From  Heaven's  firft  work,  and  Eve's  original  look. 

You,  happy  faint,  the  ferpent's  power  control : 
Scarce  any  adlual  guilt  defiles  your  foul  : 
And  hell  does  o'er  that  mind  vain  triumph  boaft. 
Which  gains  a  Heaven,  for  earthly  Eden  loft. 

With  virtue  ftrong  as  yours  had  Eve  been  arm'd, 
In  vain  the  fruit  had  blufh'd,  or  ferpent  charm'd ; 
Nor  had  our  blifs  by  penitence  been  bought  ; 
Nor  had  frail  Adam  fall'n,  nor  Milton  wrote. 


T    O 
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T    O 


LORD        BUCK    HURST, 

VERY    YOUNG,    PLAYING    WITH    A    GAT, 

TH  E  amorous  youth,  whofe  tender  breaft 
Was  by  his  darhng  cat  pofleft, 
Obtain'd  of  Venus  his  defire, 
Howe'er  in-egular  his  fire  : 
Nature  the  power  of  love  obey'd. 
The  cat  became  a  bhifhing  maid  ; 
And,  on  the  happy  change,  the  boy 
Employ'd  his  wonder  and  his  joy. 

Take  care,  O  beauteous  child,  take  care, 
Left  thou  prefer  fo  rafh  a  prayer  : 
Nor  vainly  hope,  the  queen  of  love 
Will  e'er  thy  favourite's  charms  improve* 
O  quickly  from  her  ftirine  retreat ; 
Or  tremble  for  thy  darhng's  fate. 

The  queen  of  love,  who  foon  will  fee 
Her  own  Adonis  live  in  thee. 
Will  lightly  her  firfl  lofs  deplore  ; 
Will  eafily  forgive  the  boar  : 
Her  eyes  with  tears  no  more  will  flow ; 
With  jealous  rage  her  breaft  will  glow  i 
And,  on  her  tabby  rival's  face, 
She  deep  will  mark  her  new  difgrace. 

A  N 
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AN  ODE. 

I. 
'XTT  HILE  from  our  looks,  fair  nymph,  you  gucf* 

^  The  fccret  pafllons  of  our  mind  j 

My  heavy  eyes,  you  fay,  confefs 
A  heart  to  love  and  grief  inclin'd. 

11. 

There  needs,  alas  !   but  little  art. 

To  have  this  fatal  fecret  found  ; 
With  the  fame  eafe  you  threw  the  dart, 

'Tis  certain  you  may  (hew  the  wound. 
III. 
How  can  I  fee  you,  and  not  love. 

While  you  as  opening  eail  are  fair  ? 
While  cold  as  northern  blafts  you  prove. 

How  can  I  love,  and  not  defpair  ? 
IV. 
The  wTetch  in  double  fetters  bound 

Your  potent  mercy  may  releafe  : 
Soon,  if  my  love  but  once  were  crown'd. 

Fair  prophetefs,  my  grief  would  ceafe. 


A        SONG. 

TN  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover, 

"*■  You  wifh  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 
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Alas  !   what  winds  can  happy  prove, 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  I  love  ? 
Alas !   what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  thofe  that  I  fuftain, 
From  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain  ? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choofe 
To  wifh  the  wildeft  tempefts  loofe  : 
That,  thrown  again  upon  the  coaft 
Where  firft  my  ftiipwreck'd  heart  was  loft, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain  ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 


1 
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DESPAIRING    SHEPHERD. 

yV    LEXIS   fliunn'd  his  fellow-fwains, 
Their  rural  fports,  and  jocund  ftrains : 
(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow  !) 
He  loft  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks  ; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocks, 
He  nourifh'd  endlefs  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  fhepherds  round  him  came  : 
His  grief  feme  pity,  others  blame  ; 
The  fatal  caufe  ali  kindly  fcek  : 


He 
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He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs  ; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears  ; 
He  figh'd,  but  would  not  fpeak. 

Clorinda  came  among  the  refl;  ; 
And  fhe  too  kind  concern  expreft. 

And  afk'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe  : 
She  afk'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien. 
That  made  it  eafily  forefeen, 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  fhepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head  ; 
And  will  you  pardon  me,  he  faid, 

^Vhile  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
Which  nothing  from  my  breaft  fhould  tear ; 
Which  never  fhould  offend  your  ear. 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

'Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain. 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  ; 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  ; 
Your  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart ; 
Ten  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart  : 

I  love,  and  I  defpair. 

Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  : 
'Tis  what  I  thought ;   'tis  what  I  fear'd  ; 
And  yet  I  pardon  you,  fhe  cried  ; 
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But  you  fhall  promife  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain  ; 
He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  died. 


TO       THE 


HON.  CHARLES  MONTAGUE,  ESQ^ 


AFTERWARDS    EARL    OF    HALIFAX. 
I. 

TTOWE'ER,  'tis  well,  that  while  mankind 

Through  fate's  perverfe  meander  ens, 
He  can  imagin'd  pleafures  find, 
To  combat  againft  real  cares. 

11. 

Fancies  and  notions  he  purfues. 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  in  thought : 

Each,  like  the  Grecian  artift,  woos 
The  image  he  himfelf  has  wrought. 

IIL 

Againft  experience  he  believes  ; 

He  argues  againft  demonftration  ; 
Pleas'd,  when  his  reafon  he  deceives  ; 

And  fets  his  judgment  by  his  pafllon. 

IV.  The 


i 
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IV. 
The  hoary  fool,  who  many  days 

Has  ftruggled  with  continued  forrow, 
Renews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 

The  defpcratc  bett  upon  to-morrow. 

V. 

To-morrow  comes  ;  'tis  noon,  'tis  night ; 

This  day  like  all  the  former  flies  ; 
Yet  on  he  runs,  to  feek  deUght 

To-morrow,  till  to-night  he  dies. 

VI. 
Our  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objeAs  in  an  airy  height : 
The  little  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  view  the  flight. 

VII. 
tDiir  anxious  pains  we,  all  the  day. 

In  fearch  of  what  we  like,  employ  ; 
Scorning  at  night  the  worthlefs  prey, 

We  find  the  labour  gave  the  joy. 

VIII. 

At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appears 
They  lofe  their  forms,  and  make  a  mafs 

Confus'd  and  black,  if  brought  too  near. 

IX,  If 
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IX. 

If  we  fee  right,  we  fee  our  woes  : 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows  : 

The  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

X. 

We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death  : 
This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more, 

If  you  thought  fame  but  empty  breath, 
I,  Phillis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 

VARIATIONS    IN    A    COPY,    PRINTED    l6^2. 

OUR  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objedts  in  an  airy  height; 
But  all  the  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  afar  off  to  view  the  flight. 

The  worthlefs  prey  but  only  fliews 

The  joy  confifted  in  the  llrife  ; 
Whate'er  we  take,  as  foon  we  lofe 

In  Homer's  riddle  and  in  life. 

So,  whilft  in  feverifh  fleeps  we  think 

We  tafte  what  waking  we  defire. 
The  dream  is  better  than  the  drink. 

Which  only  feeds  the  fickly  fire. 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  well  appear, 

At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs  ; 
Bring  but  the  flattering  objedts  near, 

TJiey're  all  a  fenfelefs  gloomy  maf». 


Seeing 
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Seeing  aright,  we  fee  our  woes  : 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows. 

The  only  wretched  arc  the  wife. 

We  wearied  (hould  lie  down  in  death, 

This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more ; 
If  you  thought  fame  but  (linking  breath, 

And  Phyllis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 


AD  VIR.UM  DOCTISSIMUM  DOMINUM  SAMUELEM   SHAW, 

CUM   THESES   DE   ICTERO   PRO  GRADU  DOCTORIS 

DEFENDERET,  4  JUNII,   l6g2. 

"P  HOE  BE  potens  faevis  morbis  vel  laedere  gentes, 

•^        Lscfas  foleiti  vel  relevare  manu, 

Afpice  tu  decus  hoc  noftrum,  placidufque  fatere 

Indomitus  quantum  profit  in  arte  labor  : 
Non  iclerum  pofthac  peftemve  mi'naberis  orbi. 

Fortius  hie  juvenis  dum  medicamen  habet : 
Mitte  dehinc  iras,  et  nato  carmina  dona  ; 

Negleftum  tclum  dejice,  fume  l}Tam. 

TRANSLATION. 

BY       MR.       COOKE. 

r\\  PHCE B us,  deity,  whofe  powerful  hand 
Can  fpread  difeafes  through  the  joyful  land. 
Alike  all-powerful  to  relieve  the  pain, 
And  bid  the  groaning  nations  fmile  again  ; 
When  this  our  pride  you  fee,  confefs  you  find 
In  him  what  art  can  do  with  labour  join'd : 
Vol.  XXXII.  N  No 


i7«  TRIOR'S    POEMS. 

No  more  the  world  thy  direful  thi'eats  {hall  fear> 
While  he,  the  youth,  bur  remedy,  is  near  ; 
Supprefs  thy  rage  ;  with  verfe  thy  fon  infpire, 
The  dait  negledled,  to  alTume  the  lyre. 

ON      THE 

TAKING      OF      NAMUR. 

nr^HE  town  which  Louis  bought,  NafTau  re-claims, 
-'*-     And  brings  inftead  of  bribes  avenging  flames. 
Now,  Louis,  take  thy  titles  from  above, 
Boileau  fliall  fing,  and  we'll  believe  thee  Jove ; 
Jove  gain'd  his  miilrefs  with  alluring  gold. 
But  Jove  like  thee  was  impotent  and  old  ! 
Aftive  and  young  did  he  like  William  ftand. 
He  'ad  ftunn'd  the  dame,  his  thunder  in  his  hand. 

ODE, 

IN    IMITATION    OF    HORACE,    3.    OD.    II. 
WRITTEN      IN       1692. 

L 

TTO  W  long,  deluded  Albion,  wilt  thou  lie 

In  the  lethargic  ileep,  the  fad  repofe. 
By  which  thy  clofe,  thy  conftant  enemy. 

Has  foftly  luU'd  thee  to  thy  woes  ? 
Or  wake,  degenerate  ide,  or  ceafe  to  own 
What  thy  old  kings  in  Gallic  camps  have  done ;  '^ 

The 
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The  fpolls  they  brought  thee  back,  the   crowns  they 

won  : 
WiUiam  (fo  fate  requires)  again  is  arm'cl ; 

Thy  fatlier  to  the  field  is  gone  ; 
Again  Maria  weeps  her  abfent  lord, 
For  thy  repofe  content  to  rule  alone. 
Are  thy  eners'ate  fons  not  yet  alarm'd  ? 
When  William  fights,  dare  they  look  tamely  on. 
So  flow  to  get  their  ancient  fame  reftor'd, 
As  nor  to  melt  at  Beauty's  tears,  nor  follow  Valour't 
fword  ? 

II. 

See  the  repenting  Ifle  awakes, 
Her  vicious  chains  the  generous  goddefs  breaks : 
The  fogs  around  her  temples  are  difpell'd  ; 
Abroad  /lie  looks,  and  fees  arm'd  Belgia  Hand 
Prepar'd  to  meet  their  common  Lord's  command  ; 
Her  lions  roaring  by  her  fide,  her  arrows  in  her  hand  : 
And,  blufhing  to  have  been  fo  long  with-hcld. 
Weeps  off  her  crime,  and  haftens  to  the  field. 
Henceforth  her  youth  fhall  be  inur'd  to  bear 

Hazardous  toil  and  aftive  war  ; 
To  march  beneath  the  dog-ftar's  raging  heat. 
Patient  of  fummer's  draught,  and  martial  fweat ; 
And  only  grieve  in  winter's  camps  to  find 
Its  days  too  fhort  for  labours  they  defign'd  : 
All  night  beneath  hard  hea\')'  arms  to  watch  ; 
All  day  to  mount  the  trench,  to  ftorm  the  breach  ; 

And  all  the  rugged  paths  to  tread, 

WTiere  William  and  his  virtue  lead. 

N  2  III.  Silence 
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III. 

Silence  is  the  foul  of  war ; 

Deliberate  counfcl  muft  prepare 
The  mighty  work,  which  valour  muft  complete  z 
Thus  William  refcued,  thus  preferves  the  ftate  ; 

Thus  teaches  us  to  think  and  dare. 
As  whilft  his  cannon  juft  prepar'd  to  breathe 

Avenging  anger  and  fwift  death, 
In  the  tried  metal  the  clofe  dangers  glow, 

And  now,  too  late,  the  dying  foe 
Perceives  the  flame,  yet  cannot  ward  the  blow  ; 
So  whilft  in  William's  breaft  ripe  counfels  lie, 

Secret  and  fare  as  brooding  Fate, 

No  more  of  his  defign  appears, 

Than  what  awakens  Gallia's  fears  ; 
And  (though  Guilt's  eye  can  (harply  penetrate) 

Diftrafted  Lewis  can  defcry 
Only  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  nigh. 

IV. 
On  Norman  coafts  and  banks  of  frighted  Seine 

Lo  !  the  impending  ftorms  begin  ; 
Britannia  fafely  through  her  matter's  fea 

Plows  up  her  viftorious  way. 
The  French  Salmoneus  throws  his  bolts  in  vain, 
Whilft  the  true  Thunderer  aflerts  the  main : 
'Tis  done !  to  (helves  and  rocks  his  fleets  retire, 

Swift  vidlory  in  vengeful  flames 
Burns  down  the  pride  of  their  prefumptuous  names  : 

They  run  to  fliipwreck  to  avoid  our  fire, 

And 
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And  the  torn  vefTels  that  regain  their  coafl 
Are  but  fad  marks  to  fhew  the  reft  are  loft  : 
All  this  the  mild,  the  beauteous,  Queen  has  done, 
And  William's  fofter-half  ftiakes  Lewis'  throne  : 

Maria  does  the  fea  command 
Whilft  Gallia  flies  her  huiband's  arms  by  land. 
So,  the  Sun  abfent,  with  full  fway  the  Moon 
Governs  the  ifles,  and  rules  the  waves  alone  : 
So  Juno  thunders  when  her  Jove  is  gone, 
lo  Britannia  !  loofe  thy  ocean's  chains, 
Whilft  Ruflel  ftrikes  the  blow  thy  queen  ordains : 
Thus  refcued,  thus  rever'd,  for  ever  ftand. 
And  blefs  the  counfel,  and  reward  the  hand, 

lo  Britannia  !  thy  Maria  reigns. 
V. 
From  Mar}''s  conquefts,  and  the  refcued  main. 
Let  France  look  forth  to  Sainbre's  armed  fhore. 
And  boaft  her  joy  for  William's  death  no  more. 
He  lives  ;  let  France  confefs,  the  vitlor  lives  : 
Her  triumphs  for  his  death  were  vain. 
And  fpoke  her  terror  of  his  life  too  plain. 
The  mighty  years  begin,  the  day  draws  nigh. 
In  which  that  one  of  Lewis'  many  wives, 
Who,    by  the  baleful  force  of  guilty  charms. 
Has  long  enthrall'd  him  in  her  wither'd  amis. 
Shall  o'er  the  plains,  from  diftant  towers  on  high, 

Caft  around  her  mournful  eye. 

And  with  prophetic  forrow  cry  : 
**  Why  does  my  ruin'd  lord  retard  his  flight  ? 
Why  does  defpair  provoke  his  age  to  fight  I 
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As  well  the  wolf  may  venture  to  engage 

The  angry  lion's  generous  rage  ; 

The  ravenous  vulture,  and  the  bird  of  night, 

As  fafely  tempt  the  {looping  eagle's  flight ; 

As  Ivevvis  to  unequal  arms  defy 

Yon'  hero,  crown'd  with  blooming  viftory, 

Juil  triumphing  o'er  rebel-rage  reftrain'd. 

And  yet  unbreath'd  from  battles  gain'd. 
See  !  all  yon'  dufty  field's  quite  cover'd  o'er 
With  hoftile  troops,  and  Orange  at  their  head  ; 

Orange,  deftin'd  to  complete 

The  great  defigns  of  labouring  Fate  ; 
Orange,  the  name  that  tyrants  dread  : 
He  comes  ;  our  ruin'd  empire  is  no  more  ; 
Down,  like  the  Perfian,  goes  the  Gallic  throne  ; 
Darius  flies,  young  Ammon  urges  on.'* 

VI. 
Now  from  the  dubious  battle's  mingled  heat, 
Let  Fear  look  back,  and  ftretch  her  hafty  wing. 
Impatient  to  fecure  a  bafe  retreat : 
Let  the  pale  coward  leave  his  wounded  king. 

For  the  vile  privilege  to  breathe. 
To  live  with  fhame  in  dread  of  glorious  death  ! 
In  vain  :  for  Fate  has  fwifter  wings  than  Fear, 
She  follows  hard,  and  ftrikes  him  in  the  rear ; 
Dying  and  mad  the  traitor  bites  the  ground, 
His  back  translix'd  with  a  difhoneft  wound ; 
Whilft  through  the  fierceft  troops,  and  thickefl  prefs, 
Virtue  carries  on  fuccefs  ; 

Whilft 
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Whilft  equal  Heaven  guards  the  difllnguifh'd  brave, 
And  armies  cannot  hurt  whom  angels  fave. 

VII. 
Virtue  to  verfe  immortal  luftre  gives, 
Each  bv  the  other's  mutual  fncndihip  lives ; 
-£ncas  fuffcr'd,  and  Achilles  fouglit, 
The  Hero's  acls  enlarg'd  the  Poet's  thought, 
Or  V^irgil's  majcfly,  and  Homer's  rage, 
Had  ne'er  like  lalling  nature  vanquifli'd  age. 
WTiilft  Lewis  then  his  rihng  terror  drowns 

With  drums'  alarms,  and  trumpets'  founds, 
Whilft,  hid  in  arm'd  retreats  and  guarded  towns, 

From  danger  as  from  honoiir  far. 
He  bribes  clofe  murder  againft  open  war  ; 

In  vain  you  Gallic  Mi^fes  ftrive 
With  labour'd  verfe  to  keep  his  fame  alive ; 
Your  mouldering  monuments  in  vain  ye  raife 
On  tlie  weak  balis  of  the  tyrant's  praife  : 
Your  longs  are  lold,  your  numbers  are  profane, 

'Tis  incenfe  to  an  idol  given. 

Meat  offer'd  to  Prometheus'  man 

That  had  no  foul  from  Heaven. 
Againft  his  will,  you  chain  your  frighted  king 

On  rapid  Rhine's  divided  bed  ; 

And  mock  your  hero,  whilft  ye  fing 

The  wounds  for  which  he  never  bled  ; 
Falfehood  does  poifon  on  your  praife  diiTufe, 
And  Lewis'  fear  gives  death  to  Boileau's  Mufe. 
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VIII. 

On  its  own  worth  true  majefty  is  rear'd. 

And  Virtue  is  her  own  reward  ; 
With  folid  beams  and  native  glory  bright. 
She  neither  darknefs  dreads,  nor  covets  light ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  fix'd  to  inborn  laws, 
Nor  funk  by  fpite,  not  lifted  by  applaufe. 
She  fron:i  her  fettled  orb  looks  calmly  down. 
On  life  or  death,  a  prifon  or  a  crown. 
When  bound  in  double  chains  poor  Belgia  lay. 
To  foreign  arms  and  inward  ftrife  a  prey, 
Whilft  one  good  man  buoy'd  up  her  finking  ftate. 
And  Virtue  labour'd  againft  Fate  ; 
When  Fortune  bafely  with  Ambition  join'd. 
And  all  was  conquer'd  but  the  Patriot's  mind  ; 

When  ftorms  let  loofe,  and  raging  feas, 
Jufl  ready  the  torn  vefTel  to  o'erwhelm, 
Forc'd  not  the  faithful  pilot  from  his  helm, 
Nor  all  the  Syren  fongs  of  future  peace, 
And  dazzling  profpeft  of  a  promis'd  crown. 

Could  lure  his  ftubborn  virtue  down  ; 
But  againft  charms,  and  threats,  and  hell,  he  ftood, 

To  that  which  was  feverely  good ; 
Then,  had  no  trophies  juflified  his  fame. 
No  Poet  blell  his  fong  with  Naffau's  name. 
Virtue  alone  did  all  that  honour  bring. 
And  Heaven  as  plainly  pointed  out  The  King, 

As  when  he  at  the  altar  ftood 

In  all  his  types  and  robes  of  power, 

Whilfl: 
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Whilft;  at  his  feet  religious  Britain  bow'd, 
And  own'd  him  next  to  what  we  there  adore. 

IX. 
Say,  joyful  Maefe,  and  Boyne's  vi6torious  flood, 
(For  each  has  mixt  his  waves  with  royal  blood) 
When  William's  armies  paft,  did  he  retire, 
Or  view  from  far  the  battle's  diftant  fire  ? 
Could  he  believe  his  perfon  was  too  dear  ? 
Or  ufe  his  greatnefs  to  conceal  his  fear  ? 
Could  prayers  or  fighs  the  dauntlefs  hero  move  ? 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  juftice,  and  his  people's  love, 
Through  the  firll  waves  he  wing'd  his  venturous  way, 

.And  on  the  adverfe  Ihore  arofe, 
(Ten  thoufand  flying  deaths  in  vain  oppofe). 

Like  the  great  ruler  of  the  day. 
With  ftrength  and  fwiftnefs  mounting  from  the  fea ;  - 
Like  him  all  day  he  toil'd  ;  but  long  in  night 
The  god  has  eas'd  his  wearied  light, 
Ere  vengeance  left  the  flubborn  foes. 
Or  William's  labours  found  repofe  ! 
^^'Tien  his  troops  faulter'd,  ftept  not  he  between  ? 
Reftor'd  the  dubious  fight  again, 
Mark'd  out  the  coward  that  durft  fly, 
And  led  the  fainting  brave  to  Viftory  ? 
Still  as  (he  fled  him,  did  he  not  o'ertake 
Her  doubtful  courfe,  ftill  brought  her  bleeding  back  ? 
By  his  keen  fword  did  not  the  boldeft  fall  ? 
Was  he  not  king,  commander,  foldier,  all  ? — 
His  dangers  fuch  as,  with  becoming  dread. 
His  fubjefts  yet  unborn  fliall  weep  to  read  ; 

And 
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And  were  not  thofe  the  only  days  that  e'er 

The  pious  prince  rcfus'd  to  hear 
His  friends'  advices,  or  his  fubjecls'  prayer  i 

X. 
Where'er  old  Rhine  his  fruitful  water  turns. 
Or  fills  his  vaffals'  tributary  urns  ; 
To  Belgia's  fav'd  dominions,  and  the  fea, 
Whofe  righted  waves  rejoice  in  William's  fway ; 
Is  there  a  town  where  children  are  not  taught, 
Here  Holland  profper'd,  for  here  Orange  fought ; 
Through  rapid  waters,  and  through  flying  fire, 
Here  rufh'd  the  prince,  here  made  whole  France  retire  ? 
jBy  different  nations  be  his  valour  blefl, 

In  different  languages  confeft  ; 

And  then  let  Shannon  fpeak  the  reft  : 
Let  Shannon  fpeak,  how  on  her  wondering  fhore, 
When  Conqueft  hovering  on  his  arms  did  wait, 
And  only  aflc'd  fome  lives  to  bribe  her  o'er ; 
The  god-like  man,  the  more  than  conqueror. 
With  high  contempt  fent  back  the  fpecious  bait  j 
And,  fcorning  glory  at  a  price  too  great. 
With  fo  much  power,  fuch  piety  did  join. 

As  made  a  perfeft  virtue  foar 

A  pitch  unknown  to  man  before ; 
And  lifted  Shannon's  waves  o'er  thofe.  of  Boyne, 
XI. 

Nor  do  his  fubjefts  only  fhare 
The  profperous  fruits  of  his  indulgent  reign  ; 
His  enemies  approve  the  pious  war. 
Which,  with  their  weapon,  takes  away  their  chain. 

More 
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More  than  his  fword  his  goodnefs  ilrlkes  his  foes  ; 
They  blcfs  his  arms,  and  figh  they  muft  oppofe. 
Jultice  and  freedom  on  his  conquells  wait ; 
And  'tis  for  man's  deh'ght  that  he  is  great : 
Succeeding  times  fhall  witli  long  joy  contend, 
If  he  Were  more  a  victor,  or  a  friend  : 
So  much  his  courage  and  his  mercy  ftrive, 
He  wounds,  to  cure  ;  and  conquers,  to  forgive. 

XII. 
Ye  heroes,  that  have  fought  your  country's  caufe, 
Redrefs'd  her  injuries,  or  form'd  her  laws, 
To  my  adventurous  fong  juft  witnefs  bear, 
Aflift  the  pious  Mufe,  and  hear  her  fwear  ; 
That  'tis  no  Poet's  thought,  no  flight  of  youtli, 

But  folid  llor)',  and  feverert  truth. 
That  William  treafures  up  a  greater  name, 
Than  any  country,  any  age,  can  boaft  : 

And  all  that  ancient  ftock  of  fame 

He  did  from  his  fore-fathers  take, 
He  has  improv'd,  and  gives  with  interefl  back  ; 
And  in  his  conftellation  does  unite 
Their  fcatter'd  rays  of  fainter  light : 
Above  or  Envy's  lafli,  or  Fortune's  wheel 

That  fettled  glory  (hall  for  ever  dwell : 
Above  the  rolling  orbs,  and  common  flvv, 

Where  nothing  comes  that  e'er  fhall  die. 
XIII. 
WTiere  roves  the  Mufe  ?  Where,  thoughtlefs  to  return, 

Is  her  fhort-liv'd  vefTel  borne. 
By  potent  winds  too  fubjecl  to  be  toft. 
And  in  the  fea  of  William's  praifes  loft  ? 

Nor 
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Nor  let  her  tempt  that  deep,  nor  make  the  fhore, 

Where  our  abandon'd  youth  flie  fees, 
Shipwreck'd  in  hixury,  and  loft  in  eafe  ; 
Whom  nor  Britannia's  danger  can  alarm, 

Nor  Wilham's  exemplary  virtue  warm  : 
Tell  them,  howe'er,  the  king  can  yet  forgive 
Their  guilty  lloth,  their  homage  yet  receive. 

And  let  their  wounded  honour  live  : 
But  fure  and  fudden  be  their  juft  remorfe  ; 
Swift  be  their  virtue's  rife,  and  ftrong  its  courfe  ; 
For  though  for  certain  years  and  deftin'd  times. 

Merit  has  lain  confus'd  with  crimes  ; 
Though  Jove  feem'd  negUgent  of  human  cares. 
Nor  fcourg'd  our  follies,  nor  return'd  our  prayers. 
His  juftice  now  demands  the  equal  fcales, 
Sedition  is  fupprefs'd,  and  truth  prevails : 
Fate  its  great  ends  by  flow  degrees  attains, 
And  Europe  is  redeem'd,  and  William  reigns. 

HYMN      TO       THE       SUN. 
SETBYDR.    H.    PURCELL. 

AND  INTENDED    TO    BE    SUNG    BEFORE    THEIR   MAJES- 
TIES ON   new-year's  day,   1693-4. 

I. 

T    IGHT  of  the  world,  and  ruler  of  the  year, 

-*-^  With  happy  fpeed  begin  thy  great  career  ; 

And,  as  thou  doft  thy  radiant  journies  run, 

Through  every  diftant  ciimate  own 

^  -  That 
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That  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  feen 
The  greateft  prince,  the  brightelt  queen, 
That  ever  fav'd  a  land,  or  bleft  a  throne, 
Since  firft  thy  beams  were  fpread,  or  genial  power  \va$ 
known. 

II. 
So  may  thy  godhead  be  confeft. 
So  the  returning  year  be  bleft, 
As  his  infant  months  beftow 
Springing  wreaths  for  William's  brow  ; 
As  his  fummer's  youth  ftiall  flied 
Eternal  fweets  around  Maria's  head. 
From  the  bleffings  they  beftow, 

Our  times  are  dated,  and  our  a?ras  move  : 
They  govern  and  enlighten  all  below, 
As  thou  doft  all  above. 
III. 
Let  our  hero  in  the  war 
Aclive  and  fierce,  like  thee,  appear : 
Like  thee,  great  fon  of  Jove,  like  thee 
When,  clad  in  rifing  majefty. 
Thou  marcheft  down  o'er  Delos'  hill  confeft. 
With  all  thy  arrows  arm'd,  in  all  thy  glory  dreft. 
Like  thee,  the  hero  does  his  arms  employ, 

The  raging  Python  to  deftroy. 
And  give  the  injur'd  nations  peace  and  joy. 

IV. 
Prom  faireft  years,  and  time's  more  happy  ftores, 

Gather  all  the  fmiling  hours  j 

Such 
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Such  as  with  friendly  care  have  guarded 

Patriots  and  kings  in  rightful  wars  ; 
Such  as  with  conqueft  have  rewarded 

Triumphant  viftors'  happy  cares  ; 
Such  as  ftoiy  has  recorded 
Sacred  to  NafTau's  long  renown, 
For  countries  fav'd,  and  battles  won. 

V. 
March  them  again  in  fair  array, 
And  bid  them  form  the  happy  day, 
The  happy  day  defign'd  to  wait 
On  William's  fame,  and  Europe's  fate. 

Let  the  happy  day  be  crown'd 
With  great  event,  and  fair  fuccefs  ; 

No  brighter  in  the  year  be  found. 
But  that  which  brings  the  viftor  home  in  peace. 
VI. 
Again  thy  godhead  we  implore. 
Great  in  wifdom  as  in  power  ; 
Again,  for  good  Maria's  fake,  and  ours, 

Choofe  out  other  fmiling  hours  ; 
Such  as  with  joyous  wings  have  fled, 

When  happy  counfels  were  advifing  ; 
Such  as  have  lucky  omens  (lied 

O'er  forming  laws,  and  empires  rifing ; 
Such  as  many  courfes  ran. 
Hand  in  hand  a  goodly  train. 
To  blefs  the  great  Eliza's  reign  ; 
And  in  the  typic  glory  fhow 
What  fuller  blifs  Maria  fhall  bellow. 

2  VII.  Af 
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VII. 
As  the  folemn  hours  adN'ance, 
Mingled  fend  into  the  dance 
Many  fraught  with  all  the  treafurcs. 

Which  thy  eaftern  travel  views  ; 
Many  wing'd  with  all  the  pleafures, 
Man  can  afk,  or  Heaven  diffufe  : 
That  great  Maria  all  thofe  joys  may  know, 
Wliich,  from  her  cares,  upon  her  fubje(fts  flow. 

VIII. 

For  thy  own  glory  fing  our  fovereign's  praife, 
God  of  verfes  and  of  days  : 
Let  all  thy  tuneful  fons  adorn 

Their  lading  work  with  William's  name  ; 
Let  chofen  Mufes  yet  unborn 
Take  great  Maria  for  their  future  theme  : 
Eternal  ftruftures  let  them  raife 
On  William's  and  Maria's  praife  : 
Nor  want  new  fubjeft  for  the  fong. 

Nor  fear  they  can  exhauft  the  ilore. 
Till  nature's  mufick  lies  unftrung  ; 
Till  thou,  great  god,  (halt  lofe  thy  double  power. 
And  touch  thy  lyre,  and  (hoot  thy  beams  no  more. 
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THE 

LADY'SLOOKING-GLASS, 

IN   IMITATION   OF  A  GREEK  IDYLLIUM. 

/^  E  L I A  and  I  the  other  day 

^  Walk'd  o'er  the  fand-hills  to  the  fea : 

The  fetting  fun  adorn'd  the  coaft. 

His  beams  intire,  his  fiercenefs  loft  : 

And,  on  the  furface  of  the  deep, 

The  winds  lay  only  not  afleep  : 

The  nymph  did  like  the  fcene  appear. 

Serenely  pleafant,  calmly  fair  : 

Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 

With  fecret  joy  I  heard  her  fay. 

That  fhe  would  never  mifs  one  day 

A  walk  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change .'  the  winds  grow  high  j 
Impending  tempefts  charge  the  fky  ; 
The  lightning  flies,  the  thunder  roars  ; 
And  big  waves  lafh  the  frighten'd  fliores. 
Struck  with  the  horror  of  the  fight. 
She  turns  her  head,  and  wings  her  flight : 
And,  trembling,  vows  fhe'U  ne'er  again 
Approach  the  fliore,  or  view  the  main. 

Once  more  at  leaft  look  back,  faid  I, 
Thyfelf  in  that  large  glafs  defcry ; 

When 
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T\Tien  thou  art  in  good-humour  dreft  ; 
When  gentle  real'on  rules  thy  breail ; 
The  fun  upon  the  calmell  fea 
Appears  not  half  fo  bright  as  thee  : 
'Tie  then  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  the  boundlefs  depth  of  love  : 
I  blefs  my  chain  ;  I  hand  my  oar ; 
Nor  think  on  all  I  left  on  fhore. 

But  when  vain  doubt  and  groundlefs  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolifh  bofom  tear ; 
When  the  big  lip  and  \vatery  eye 
Tell  me,  the  rifing  ilorm  is  nigh  ; 
'Tis  then,  thou  art  yon'  angry  main, 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  dafli'd  by  rain  ; 
And  the  poor  failor,  that  muft  try 
Its  fury,  labours  lefs  than  L 

Shipwreck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make. 
While  Love  and  Fate  Hill  drive  me  back : 
Forc'd  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  firft,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd  when  iugii> 
I  with  thee,  gr  without  thee,  die. 
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LOVE    AND    FRIENDSHIP:    , 
A        PASTORAL. 

BY     MRS.    ELIZABETH     SINGER,    AFTERWARDS     ROWE. 

AMARYLLIS. 

WHILE  from  the  flcies  the  ruddy  fun  defcends. 
And  rifing  night  the  evening  (hade  extends  j 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  field, 
And  clofing  flowers  reviving  odours  yield  : 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
What  from  our  hearts  our  Mufes  may  indite. 
Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear. 
Left  any  fwain  our  amorous  fecrets  hear. 
SYLVIA. 

To  every  fhepherd  I  would  miniC  proclaim  ; 
Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofteil  theme  : 
A  ftranger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love. 
My  thoughts  the  nobler  warntith  of  frieodfliip  prove  : 
And,  while  its  pure  and  faired  fire  I  fing, 
Chafte  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  fuccour  bring. 
A  M  A  R  Y  L  L  I  S. 

Propitious  god  of  love,  my  breaft  infpire 
With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire : 
Propitious  god  of  love,  thy  fuccour  bring, 
Whilft  I  thy  darling,  thy  Alexis  fing ; 
Alexis,  as  the  opening  bloflbms  fair, 

Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  yielding  air. 

For 
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Por  him  each  virgin  fighs  ;  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns. 
Nor  to  the  echoing  groves,  and  whifpcring  fpring. 
In  fweeter  drains  does  artful  Conon  iing  ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Phabus  the  fuperior  fong  approves. 

SYLVIA. 
Beauteous  Aminta  is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  (had;;s  of  night. 
AVhen  fhe  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies. 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  dcfircs, 
In  every  breaft  the  beauteous  nymph  infpircs ; 
And  on  the  plain  when  (he  no  more  appears. 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpecl  wears. 
In  \-ain  the  dreams  roll  on  :  the  eaftem  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees  : 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  evening  fong, 
And  to  the  filent  night  their  notes  prolong : 
Nor  groves,  nor  cr)-llal  ftreams,  nor  verdant  field. 
Does  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfeace  yield. 

AMARYLLIS. 
And,  in  his  abfence,  all  the  penfive  day 
In  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  Itray  ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain. 
In  mournful  accents,  and  a  dying  ftrain  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  I  cry  to  all  around  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  the  flattering  vales  refound. 

O    2  SVLTIA- 
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SYLVIA. 
On  flowery  banks,  by  every  murmuring  ftream, 
Aminta  is  my  Mufe's  foftell  theme  : 
'Tis  fhe  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine : 
With  fair  Aminta's  name  my  nobleft  verfe  (hall  fliine. 

AMARYLLIS. 
I'll  twine  frefh  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows. 
And  confecrate  to  him  eternal  vows  : 
The  charming  youth  fhall  my  Apollo  prove ; 
He  Ihall  adorn  my  fongs,  and  tune  ray  voice  to  love. 
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Y  Sylvia  if  thy  charming  felf  be  meant ; 
'   If  Friendfhip  be  thy  virgin  vows  extent : 
Oh  !  let  me  in  Aminta's  praifes  join  : 
Her's  my  efteem  fhall  be,  my  paflion  thine. 
When  for  thy  head  the  garland  I  prepare, 
A  fecond  wreath  lliall  bind  Aminta's  hair  ; 
And,  when  my  choiceft  fongs  thy  worth  proclaim, 
Alternate  verfe  ftiall  blefs  Aminta's  name  ; 
My  heart  (hall  own  the  juilice  of  her  caufe. 
And  Love  himfelf  fubmit  to  Friendfhip's  laws. 
But  if,  beneath  thy  numbers'  foft  difguife,  i 
Some  favour'd  fwain,  fome  true  Alexis  lies ; 
If  Amaiyllis  breathes  thy  fecret  pains, 
And  thv  fond  heart  beats  me?.fure  to  thy  Rrains ; 

May^ft 


TO  MRS.  ELIZABETH  SINGER,     i*- 
May'ft  thou,  howe'er  I  grieve,  for  ever  find 
The  flame  pr<  pitious,  and  t!ie  lover  kind  ! 
May  Venus  long  exert  her  happy  power, 
And  make  thy  beauty,  like  thy  verfe,  endure  ! 
May  every  god  his  friendly  aid  afford. 
Pan  guard  thy  flock,  and  Ceres  blefs  thy  board  ! 

But,  if  by  chance  the  feries  of  thy  joys 
Permit  one  thought  lefs  cheerful  to  arife. 
Piteous  transfer  it  to  the  mournful  fwain, 
"Who,  loving  much,  who,  not  belov'd  again, 
Feels  an  ill-fated  pafTion's  lail  exccfs, 
And  dies  in  woe,  that  thou  may'ft  live  in  peace. 

T    o      A 

LADY: 

SHE    REFUSING    TO    CONTISUH   A    DISPUTE    WITH    MI, 
AND   LEAVING    ME   IN   THE   ARGUMENT. 

AN  ODE. 

I. 

C  PARE,  generous  victor,  fpare  the  Have, 

Who  did  unequal  war  purfue  ; 
That  more  than  triumph  he  might  liave. 
In  being  overcome  by  you. 
II. 
In  the  difpute  whate'er  I  fald. 

My  heart  was  by  my  tongue  belied  ; 
And  in  my  looks  you  might  have  read 
How  much  I  argued  on  your  fide. 

O  3  III.  You, 
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III. 

You,  far  from  danger  as  from  fear. 

Might  have  fiiftain'd  an  open  fight ; 
For  fdldom  your  opinions  err  ; 

Your  eyes  are  always  in  the  right. 
IV. 
"Why,  fair  one,  would  you  not  rely 

On  Reafon's  force  with  Beauty's  join'd  ? 
Could  I  their  prevalence  deny, 

I  muft  at  once  be  deaf  and  blind. 

V. 

Alas    not  hoping  to  fubdue, 

J  only  to  the  fight  afpir'd  : 
To  keep  the  beauteous  foe  in  view 

Was  all  the  glory  I  defir'd. 
VI. 
Bat  file,  howe'er  of  victory  fure. 

Contemns  the  wreath  too  long  delay'd  s 
And,  arm'd  with  more  immediate  power. 

Calls  cruel  filcnce  to  her  aid. 
VII. 
Deeper  to  wound,  flie  (huns  the  fight  ; 

She  drops  her  arms,  to  gain  the  field  ; 
Secures  her  conquefl  by  her  flight ; 

And  triumphs,  when  Ihe  feems  to  yield. 
VIII. 
So,  when  the  Parthian  turn'd  his  fteed, 

And  from  the  hoftile  camp  withdrew. 
With  cruel  flcill  the  backward  reed 

He  fent ;  and,  as  he  fled,  he  flew. 


SEE- 
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SEEIVG  THE  DUKE  OF  ORMOND'S  PICTURE  AT 
SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER'S. 

/^UT  from  the  injur'd  canvas,  Kneller,  ftrlkc 
^^^  Thefe  lines  too  faint :  the  picture  is  not  like. 
Exalt  thy  thought,  and  try  thy  toil  again  : 
Dreadful  in  arms,  on  Landcn's  glorious  plain 
Place  Ormond's  duke  :  impendent  in  the  air 
Let  his  keen  fabre,  comet-like,  appear. 
Where'er  it  points,  denouncing  death  :  below 
Draw  routed  fquadrons,  and  the  numerous  foe, 
Falling  beneath,  or  flying  from  his  blow  : 
Till,  weak  with  wounds,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  blood. 
Which  from  t!ic  Patriot's  breaft  in  torrents  flow'd, 
He  faints  ;   his  deed  no  longer  feels  the  rein  ; 
But  (tumbles  o'er  the  heap,  his  hand  had  (lain. 
And  now  exhauftcd,  bleeding,  pale  he  lies ; 
Lovely,  fad  obje6l !   in  his  hulf-clos'd  eyes 
Stem  vengeance  yet,  and  hoftile  terror  fland : 
His  front  yet  threatens,  and  his  frowns  command. 
The  Gallic  chiefs  tlieir  troops  around  him  call ; 
Fear  to  approach  him,  though  they  fee  him  fall. — 

O  Kneller,  could  fhy  (hades  and  lights  exprefs 
The  perfedl  hero  in  that  glorious  drefs ; 
Ages  to  come  might  OiTnond's  picture  know, 
And  palms  for  thee  beneath  his  laurels  grow  : 
In  fpite  of  time,  thy  work  might  ever  (hine  ; 
Nor  Homer's  colours  laft  fo  long  as  thine. 

O4  CELIA 


[       2.00       ] 


CELIA     TO     DAMON. 

*'  Atque  in  amore  mala  hsec  proprio,  fummeque  fecundo 
*<  Inveniuntur.— "  Lucret.  lib.  f<,\ 

H  AT  can  I  fay,  what  arguments  can  prove 
My  truth,  what  colours  can  defcribe  my  love. 
If  its  excefs  and  fury  be  not  known. 
In  what  thy  Celia  has  already  done  ? 

Thy  infant  flames,  whilft  yet  they  were  conceal'd 
In  timorous  doubts,  with  pity  I  beheld  ■; 
With  eafy  fmiles  difpell'd  the  filent  fear. 
That  durft  not  tell  me  what  I  dy'd  to  hear. 
In  vain  I  ftrove  to  check  my  growing  flame. 
Or  flielter  paflion  under  friendfliip's  name, 
You  faw  my  heart,  how  it  my  tongue  bely'd  ; 
And  when  you  prefs'd,  how  faintly  I  deny'd. 

Ere  guardian  thought  could  bring  its  fcatter'd  aid. 
Ere  reafon  could  fupport  the  doubting  maid. 
My  foul,  furpris'd,  and  from  herfelf  disjoin'd. 
Left  all  referve,  and  all  the  fex,  behind : 
Prom  your  command  her  motions  ihe  receiv'd ; 
And  not  for  me,  but  you,  flie  breath'd  and  liv'd. 

But  ever  bleft  be  Cytherea's  ftrine. 
And  fires  eternal  on  her  altars  fliine  ! 
Since  thy  dear  breaft  has  felt  an  equal  wound ; 
■Since  in  thy  kindnefs  my  defires  are  crown 'd. 
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"By  thy  each  look,  and  thought,  and  care,  'tis  fliown, 
Thy  joys  arc  ccntcr'd  all  in  me  alone  ; 
And  fure  I  am,  thou  uouldil  not  change  this  hour 
For  all  the  white  ones  Fate  has  in  its  power.— 

Yet  thus  belov'd,  thus  loving  to  excefs, 
Yet  thus  receiving  and  returning  blifs, 
In  this  great  moment,  in  this  golden  now, 
\Vlien  every  trace  of  what,  or  when,  or  how. 
Should  from  my  foul  by  raging  love  be  torn, 
And  far  on  fwelling  feas  of  rapture  borne  ; 
A  melancholy  tear  aiflicis  my  eye. 
And  my  heart  labours  with  a  fuddcn  figh  ; 
Invading  fears  repel  my  coward  joy. 
And  ills  forefeen  the  prefent  bhfs  dellroy. 

Poor  as  it  is,  this  beauty  was  the  caufe. 
That  with  firll  fighs  your  panting  bofom  rofe^ 
But  with  no  owner  Beauty  long  will  tlay. 
Upon  the  wings  of  Time  borne  fwift  away  ; 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  years,  and  thefc  poor  eyet 
(Where  now  without  a  boaft  fome  luilre  hes) 
No  lonjrer  ihall  their  little  honours  keep  ; 

ball  only  be  of  ufc  to  read  or  weep : 
And  on  tliis  forehead,  where  your  verfe  has  faid. 
The  Loves  delighted,  and  the  Graces  play'd, 
Infulting  age  will  trace  his  cruel  way. 
And  leave  fad  marks  of  his  deftrudlive  fway. 

Mov'd  by  my  charms,  with  them  your  love  may  ceafe. 
And  as  the  fuel  finks,  the  flame  decreafe  : 
Or  angry  Heaven  may  quicker  darts  prepare. 
And  ficknefs  ilrike  what  time  a  while  would  fparc. 

Thea 
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Then  will  my  fwain  his  glowing  vows  renew ; 
Then  will  his  throbbing  heart  to  mine  beat  true  ; 
When  my  own  face  deters  me  from  my  glafs, 
And  Kneller  only  (hews  what  Celia  was  ? 

Fantaftic  Fame  may  found  her  wild  alarms  ; 
Your  country,  as  you  think,  may  want  your  arms. 
You  may  negleft,  or  quench,  or  hate  the  flame, 
Whofe  fmoke  too  long  obfcur'd  your  rifing  name ; 
And  quickly  cold  indifference  will  enfue, 
When  you  Love's  joys  through  Honour's  optic  view, 

Then  Celia's  loudell  prayer  will  prove  too  weak, 
To  this  abandon'd  bread  to  bring  you  back  ; 
Wlien  my  loft  lover  the  tall  fliip  afcends. 
With  mufic  gay,  and  wet  with  jovial  friends, 
The  tender  accent  of  a  woman's  cry 
Will  pafs  unheard,  will  unregarded  die  ; 
When  the  rough  feamen's  louder  fhouts  prevail, 
When  fair  occafion  fhews  the  fpringing  gale, 
And  Intereft  guides  the  helm,  and  Honour  fwells 
the  fail. 

Some  wretched  lines,  from  this  neglefted  hand. 
May  find  my  hero  on  the  foreign  ftrand. 
Warm  with  new  fires,  and  pleas'd  with  new  com- 
mand : 

While  ftie  who  wrote  them,  of  all  joy  bereft. 
To  the  rude  cenfure  of  the  world  is  left ; 
Her  mangled  fame  in  barbarous  paftime  loft. 
The  coxcomb's  novel,  and  the  drunkard's  toaft. 

But  nearer  care   (O  pardon  it  !)  fupplies 

Sighs  to  my  breaft,  and  forrow  to  my  eyes. 

Lore, 
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Love,  Love  himfelf  (the  only  friend  I  have) 

May  fcorn  his  triumph,  having  bound  his  Have. 

That  tyrant-god,  that  reftlel's  conqueror. 

May  quit  his  pleafure,  to  alTcrt  his  power  ; 

Forfake  the  provinces  that  blefs  his  fway. 

To  vanquilh  thofe  which  will  not  yet  obey. 

Another  Nymph  with  fatal  power  may  rife. 

To  damp  the  finking  beams  of  Cclia's  eyes  ; 

With  haughty  pride  may  hear  her  charms  confeft. 

And  fcorn  the  ardent  vows  that  I  have  blell. 

You  every  night  may  figh  for  her  in  vain. 

And  rife  each  morning  to  fome  frc(h  difdaln  : 

While  Cclia's  fofteft  look  may  ceafe  to  charm, 

And  her  embraces  want  the  power  to  warm  : 

While  thefe  fond  arms,  thus  circling  you,  may  prove 

More  hea\7  chains  than  thofe  of  liopclefs  love. 

Juft  Gods  !  all  other  things  their  like  produce  ; 

The  vine  arifes  from  her  mother's  juice  : 

\Vhtn  feeble  plants  or  tender  flowers  decay, 

They  to  their  feed  their  images  convey  : 

AVTiere  the  old  myrtle  her  good  influence  fheds. 

Sprigs  of  like  leaf  ered  their  filial  heads  : 

And  when  the  parent  rofe  decays  and  dies, 

With  a  refembling  face  the  daughter-buds  arife. 

That  produd  only  which  our  paflions  bear 

Eludes  the  planter's  miferable  care. 

WTiile  blooming  Love  alTures  us  golden  fruit. 

Some  inborn  poifon  taints  the  fecret  root : 

Soon  fall  the  flowers  of  Joy,  foon  feeds  of  Hatred 

Ihoot. 

Say, 


} 


»34  ^  R  I  O  R  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Say,  flicpherd,  fay,  are  thefe  refleftions  true  ?        n 
Or  was  it  but  the  woman's  fear  that  drew  t 

This  cruel  fcene,  unjuft  to  love  and  you  ?  J 

Will  you  be  only  and  for  ever  mine  ? 
ShaU  neither  time  nor  age  our  fouls  disjoin  ? 
From  this  dear  bofom  fhall  I  ne'er  be  torn  ? 
Or  you  grow  cold,  refpeftful,  and  forfworn  ? 
And  can  you  not  for  her  you  love  do  more 
Than  any  youth  for  any  nymph  before  ? 


PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN    BY    LORD    BUCKHURST,    IN    WESTMINSTER- 
SCHOOL, 

AT     A    REPRESENTATION    OF    MR.    D  R  Y  D  E  N 's   CLEQMENEJj 
AT     CHRISTMAS     1695. 


ISH,  lord,  I  wifh  this  prologue  was  but  Greek, 
Then  young  Cleonidas  would  boldly  fpeak  : 
But  can  lord  Buckhurll  in  poor  Englifli  fay. 
Gentle .fpedators,  pray  cxcufe  the  play? 
No,  witnefs  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece, 
Rather  than  condefcend  to  terms  like  thefe, 
I'd  go  to  fchool  fix  hours  on  Chriilmas-day, 
Or  conftrue  Perfius  while  my  comrades  play. 
Such  work  by  hireling  aftors  fliould  be  done. 
Who  tremble  when  they  fee  a  critic  frown; 

Poor 
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Poor  rogues,  that  fmart  like  fencers  for  llicir  bread, 
And,  if  they  are  not  wounded,  are  not  fed. 
But,  Sirs,  our  labour  has  more  noble  ends, 
We  aft  our  tragedy  to  fee  our  friends  : 
Our  generous  fcenes  are  for  pure  love  repeated, 
And  if  you  are  not  pleas'd,  at  leaft  you're  treated^ 
The  candles  and  the  clothes  ourf elves  we  bought,] 
Our  tops  neglefted,  and  our  balls  forgot. 
To  learn  our  parts,  we  left  our  midnight  bed, 
Moll  of  you  fnor'd  whilft  Cleomenes  read  : 
Not  that  from  this  confeffion  we  would  fue 
Praife  undeferv'd ;  v.e  know  ourfelves  and  you  : 
Refolv'd  to  ftand  or  perifh  by  our  caufe, 
We  neither  cenfure  fear,  nor  beg  applaufe. 
For  thefe  are  Wellminfter  and  Sparta's  laws. 
Yet,  if  we  fee  fome  judgment  well  incHn'd, 
To  young  defert,  and  growing  virtue  kind, 
That  critic  by  ten  thoufand  marks  fliould  know, 
That  greatell  fouls  to  goodnefs  only  bow  ; 
And  that  your  little  hero  does  inherit 
Not  Cleomenes'  more  than  Dorfet's  fpirit. 


} 
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AN  ODE, 

PRESENTED       TO       THE       KING, 

(BN   HIS   majesty's  ARRIVAL  IN   HOLLAND  AFTER  THB 
CiUEEN's  DEATH,  1695. 

*'  Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
**  Tam  cari  capitis?  praecipe  lugubres 
*'  Cautus,  Melpomene.'* 

I. 

AT  Mary's  tomb  (fad  facred  place  ! ) 
The  Virtues  fhall  their  vigils  keep  ; 
And  every  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 
In  folemn  ftate  fliall  ever  weep. 
II. 
The  future  pious,  mournful  fair, 

Oft  as  the  rolling  years  return, 
With  fragrant  wreaths  and  flowing  hair, 
Shall  vifit  her  diftinguifli'd  urn. 
III. 
For  her  the  wife  and  great  Ihall  mourn. 
When  late  records  her  deeds  repeat : 
Ages  to  come,  and  men  unborn, 

Shall  blefs  her  name,  and  figh  her  fate. 

2  IV.  Fair 
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IV. 
Fair  Albion  fhall,  with  faithful  truft. 

Her  holy  queen's  fad  reliques  guard, 
Till  Heaven  awakes  the  precious  duft. 

And  gives  the  fiaiat  her  full  reward. 
V. 
But  let  the  king  difmifs  his  woes, 

Reflefting  on  his  fair  renown  ; 
And  take  the  cyprcfs  from  his  brows. 

To  put  his  wonted  laurels  on. 
VI. 
If  preft  by  grief  our  monarch  (loops, 

In  vain  the  Britifh  lions  roar  : 
If  he,  whofe  hand  fuflain*d  them,  droops. 

The  Belgic  darts  will  wound  no  more. 
VII. 
Embattled  princes  wait  the  chief, 

Whofe  voice  (hould  rule,  whofe  arm  fliould  lead  j 
And,  in  kind  murmurs,  chide  that  grief, 

Which  hinders  Europe  being  freed. 
VIII. 
The  great  example  they  demand 

Who  ftill  to  conqueft  led  the  way  j 
Wilhing  him  prefent  to  command, 

As  they  {land  ready  to  obey. 

IX. 

They  feek  that  joy,  which  us'd  to  glow, 

Expanded  on  the  Hero's  face  ; 
When  the  thick  fquadrons  preft  the  foe. 

And  William  led  the  glorious  chace. 

X.  To 
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X. 

To  give  the  mourning  nations  joy, 

Reftore  them  thy  aufpicious  hght, 
Great  fun  :  with  radiant  beams  deftroy 

Thofe  clouds,  which  keep  thee  from  our  fight* 
XI. 
Let  thy  fublime  meridian  courfe 
For  Mary's  fetting  rays  atone  • 
Our  luflre,  with  redoubled  force, 
Mufl  now  proceed  from  thee  alone 
XII. 
See,  pious  king,, with  different  ftrife 

Thy  ftruggling  Albion's  bofom  torn  r 
So  much  file  fears  for  William's  life. 
That  Mary's  fate  Ihe  dares  not  mourn.. 
XIII. 
Her  beauty,  in  thy  fofter  half 

Bury'd  and  loft,  fhe  ought  to  grieve  ; 
But  let  her  ftrength  in  thee  be  fafe  ; 
And  let  her  weep ;.  but  let  her  live. 
XIV. 
Thou,  guardian  angel,  fave  the  land 

From  thy  own  grief,  her  fierceft  foe ; 
X.eft  Britain,  refcued  by  thy  hand. 

Should  bend  and  fink  beneath  thy  woe*. 
XV. 
Her  former  triumphs  all  are  vain, 

Unlefs  new  trophies  ftill  be  fought. 
And  hoary  majefty  fuftain 

The  battles  which  thy  youth  has  fought. 

XVI.  Where 
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XVI. 
Where  now  is  all  that  fearful  love, 

Which  made  her  hate  the  war's  alarms  ? 
That  foft  exccfs,  with  which  (lie  ftrove 

To  keep  her  hero  in  her  arms  ? 

xvir. 

While  ftill  fhe  chid  the  coming  fpring, 

Wliich  call'd  him  o'er  his  fvibjeft  feas : 
Wliile,  for  the  fafety  of  the  king. 

She  wlfli'd  the  viftor's  glory  kfs- 
XVIII. 
'Tis  chang'd ;  'tis  gone  :  fad  Britain  no\T 

Haftens  her  lord  to  foreign  wars  : 
Happy,  if  toils  may  break  his  woe. 

Or  danger  may  divert  his  cares.  ^ 

XIX. 
In  martial  din  fhe  drowns  her  fighs. 

Left  he  the  rifing  grief  fhould  hear  : 
She  pulls  her  helmet  o'er  her  eyes. 

Left  he  Ihould  fee  the  falling  tear. 
XX- 
Go,  mighty  prince  ;  let  France  be  taught. 

How  conftant  minds  by  grief  are  try'd  ; 
How  great  the  land,  that  wept  and  fought. 

When  William  led,  and  Mary  dy'd. 
XXL 
Fierce  in  the  battle  make  it  known. 

Where  Death  with  all  iiis  darts  is  feen. 
That  he  can  touch  thy  heart  witli  none. 

But  that  wliich  ftruck  the  beauteous  queen. 

Vol.  XXXn.  P  XXIL  Belgia 
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XXII. 

Belgia  indulg'd  her  open  grief, 

While  yet  her  mafter  was  not  near  i 
With  fullen  pride  refus'd  relief, 

And  fat  obdurate  in  defpair. 
XXIII. 
As  waters  from  her  fluices,  flow'd 

Unbounded  forrow  from  her  eyes  : 
To  earth  her  bended  front  fhe  bow'd. 

And  fent  her  wailings  to  the  flcies. 
XXIV. 
But  A^'hen  her  anxious  lord  return'd, 

Rais'd  is  her  head,  her  eyes  are  dry'd ; 
•She  fmiles,  as  William  ne'er  had  mourn'd. 

She  looks,  as  Mary  ne'er  had  dy'd. 
XXV. 
That  freedom  which  all  forrows  claim. 

She  does  for  thy  content  refign  : 
Her  piety  itfelf  would  blame. 

If  her  regrets  fliould  weaken  thine^ 
XXVI. 
To  cure  thy  woe,  fhe  fhews  thy  fame  : 

Left  the  great  mourner  fliould  forget 
Tliat  all  the  race,  whence  Orange  came. 

Made  Virtue  triumph  over  Fate. 
XXVII. 
William  his  country's  caufe  could  fight. 

And  with  his  blood  her  freedom  feal : 
.Maurice  and  Henry  guard  that  right, 

For  which  their  jpious  parents  fell. 

XXVIII.  Ho^v 
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XXVIII. 
How  heroes  rife,  how  patriots  fet. 

Thy  father's  bloom  and  death  may  tell : 
Excelling  others,  thefe  were  great ; 

Thou,  greater  ilill,  muft  thefe  excel. 
XXIX. 
The  laft  fair  inftance  thou  mull  give, 

Wlicnce  Naflau's  virtue  can  be  try'd  ; 
And  (hew  the  world  that  thou  canft.  live 

Intrepid,  as  thy  confort  dy'd ; 
XXX. 
Thy  virtue,  whofe  refilUefs  force 

No  dire  event  could  ever  (lay, 
Muft  carry  on  its  deftin'd  coiu-fe. 

Though  death  and  envy  ftop  the  way. 

XXXI. 

Tor  Britain's  fake,  for  Belgia's,  live  : 
Pierc'd  by  their  grief,  forget  thy  own  ; 

New  toils  endure,  new  conqueft  give. 

And  bring  them  eafe,  though  thou  haft  none. 

XXXII. 
Vanqulfli  again  ;  though  fhe  be  gone, 

Whofe  gtirland  crown'd  the  victor's  hair  : 
And  reign,  though  (he  has  left  the  throne. 
Who  made  thy  glory  worth  thy  care. 
XXXIII. 
Fair  Britain  never  yet  before 

Breath'd  to  her  king  an  ufelefs  prayer : 
Fond  Belgia  never  did  implore, 

"VNIiile  William  tura'd  averfe  his  ear. 

P  2  XXXIV.  But, 
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XXXIV. 
But,  fhould  the  weeping  hero  now 

Relentlefs  to  their  wiflies  prove  ; 
Should  he  recall,  with  pleafing  woe, 

The  objea  of  his  grief  and  love  ; 

XXXV. 
Her  face  with  thoufand  beauties  bleft, 

Her  mind  mth  thoufand  virtues  ftor'd. 
Her  power  with  boundlefs  joy  confeft. 

Her  perfon  only  not  ador'd  : 

XXXVI. 

Yet  ought  his  forrow  to  be  checkt ; 

Yet  ought  his  paffions  to  abate  ; 
If  the  great  mourner  would  refleft. 

Her  glory  in  her  death  complete. 

XXXVII. 

She  was  inftrufied  to  command, 

Great  king,  by  long  obeying  thee  j 
Her  fceptre,  guided  by  thy  hand, 

Preferv'd  the  iiles,  and  rul'd  the  fea. 
XXXVIII. 
But  oh  !  'twas  little,  that  her  life 

O'er  earth  and  water  bears  thy  fame  : 
In  death,  'twas  worthy  William's  wife, 

Amidft  the  ftars  to  fix  his  name. 
XXXIX. 
Beyond  where  matter  moves,  or  place 

Receives  its  forms,  thy  virtues  roll  ; 
From  Mary's  glory,  angels  trace 

The  beauty  of  her  partner's  foul. 

XL.  Wife 
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XL. 

Wife  Fate,  which  does  its  heaven  decree 

To  heroes,  when  they  yield  their  breath, 
Hallens  thy  triumph.     Half  of  thee 

Is  deify'd  before  thy  death. 
XLI. 
Alone  to  thy  renown  'tis  given. 

Unbounded  through  all  worlds  to  go  : 
WHiile  (he,  great  Saint,  rejoices  Heaven  ; 

And  thou  fullain'il  the  orb  below. 


IN     IMITATION     OF     A  N  A  C  R  E  0  N. 

T     E  T  them  cenfure  ;   what  care  I  ? 
"^^^  The  herd  of  critics  I  defy. 
I^et  the  wretches  know,  I  write, 
Regardlefs  of  their  grace  or  fpite. 
No,  no  :   the  fair,  the  gay,  the  young. 
Govern  tlie  numbers  of  my  fong ; 
All  that  they  approve  is  fweet ; 
And  all  is  fenfe  that  they  repeat. 

Bid  the  warbling  Nine  retire  ; 
Venus,  ftring  thy  fervant's  lyre  ; 
Love  fhall  be  my  endlefs  theme  ; 
Pleafure  fhall  triumph  over  Fame  : 
And,  when  thefe  maxims  I  decline, 
Apollo,  may  thy  fate  be  mine  ! 
May  I  grafp  at  empty  praife  ; 
And  lofe  tlie  nymph,  to  gain  the  bays ! 

P  3  ODE 
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ODE 

SUR    LA    PRISE    DE    NAMUR,    PAR    LES    ARMES    Dl? 
ROI,    l'anNEE    1692. 

PAR    MONSIEUR    BOILEAU    DESPREAUX* 

I. 

QUELLE  dofte  &  faint  yvreffe 
Aujourd'hui  me  fait  la  loi  ? 
Chaftes  Nymphes  du  Permeffe, 
N'eft-ce  pas  vous  que  je  voi  ? 
Accourez,  troupe  fcavante  : 
Des  fons  que  ma  lyre  enfante  ; 
Ces  arbres  font  rejoiiis  : 
Marquez  en  bien  la  cadence  : 
Et  vous,  vents,  faltes  filence  r 
Je  vais  parler  de  Louis. 

IL 
Dans  fes  chanfons  immortelles, 
Comme  un  aigle  audacieux, 
Pindare  etendant  fes  aifles, 
Fuit  loin  des  vulgaires  yeux. 
Mais,  6  ma  fidele  lyre, 
Si,  dans  I'ardeur  qui  m'infpire, 
Tu  peus  fuivre  mes  tranfports ; 
Les  cnenes  des  monts  de  Thrace 
N'ont  rien  oui,  que  n'eflface 
La  douceur  de  tes  accordst 

IIL  Ell^ 
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•  N    THE    TAKING    OF    NAMUR     BY     THE     KING    Of 
GREAT    BRITAIN,    1 695. 

"  Dulce  eft  dcfipere   in  loco." 

L  and  IL 
C"  O  M  E  folks  are  drunk,  yet  do  not  know  it  ; 
^  So  might  not  Bacchus  give  you  law  ? 
Was  it  a  Mule,  O  lofty  Poet, 

Or  Virgin  of  St.  Cyr,  you  faw  ? 
"Win'  all  this  fury  ?  what's  the  matter. 

That  oaks  muft  come  from  Thrace  to  dance  I 
Muft  ftupid  ftocks  be  taught  to  flatter  ? 

And  is  there  no  fuch  wood  in  France  ? 
Why  muft  the  winds  all  hold  their  tongue  I 

If  they  a  little  breath  Ihould  raife, 
Would  that  have  fpoil'd  the  Poet's  fong. 

Or  pufF'd  away  the  Monarch's  pralfe  ? 

Pindar,  that  eagle,  mounts  the  fkies. 

While  Virtue  leads  the  noble  way  :. 
Too  like  a  vulture  Boileau  flies. 

Where  fordid  Intereft  (hews* the  prey^ 
When  once  the  Poet's  honou:  ceafes, 

From  reafon  far  his  tranfports  rove  r 
And  Boileau,  for  eight  hundred  pieces. 

Makes  Louis  take  the  wall  of  Jove. 

P  4  III.  Neptuixe- 
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III. 

Ell-ce  Apollon  et  Neptune, 
Qui  fur  ces  rocs  fourcilleux 
Ont,  compagnons  de  Fortune, 
Bafti  ces  murs  orgueilleux  ? 
De  leur  enceinte,  fameufe 
La  Sambre  unie  a  la  Meufe, 
Defend  le  fatal  abord  ; 
Et  par  cens  bouches  horribles 
Li'airain  fur  ces  monts  terribles 
Vomit  le  fer,  &  la  mort. 

IV. 
Dix  miUe  vaillans  Alcides 
L.es  bordant  de  toutes  parts, 
D'  eclairs  au  loin  homicides 
Font  petiller  leurs  remparts  : 
Et  dans  fon  fein  infidele 
Par  toute  la  terre  y  recele 
Un  feu  pret  a.  s'elancer, 
Qui  foudain  per^ant  fon  goufre, 
Ouvre  un  fepulchre  de  foufre, 
A  quiconque  ofe  avancer. 

V. 

Namur,  devant  tes  murailles 
Jadis  la  Grece  eut  vingt  ans 
Sans  fruit  veu  les  funerailles 
De  fes  plus  fiers  combattans. 
Quelle  efFroyable  puifTance 
AuJGurd'hui  pourtant  s'avance, 


Pretc 
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III. 
Neptune  and  Sol  came  from  above, 

Shap'd  like  Megrlgny  and  Vauban  : 
They  arm'd  thtfe  rocks  ;   then  fhcw'd  old  Jove 

Of  Marli  wood  the  wondrous  plan. 
Such  walls,  thefe  three  wife  Gods  agreed, 

By  human  force  could  ne'er  be  fhaken  : 
But  you  and  I  in  Homer  read 

Of  gods,  as  well  as  men,  miftaken. 
Sambre  and  Maefe  their  waves  may  join  ; 

But  ne'er  can  William's  force  reftrain  : 
He'll  pafs  them  both,  who  pafs'd  the  Boyne : 

Remember  this,  and  arm  the  Seine. 
IV. 
Full  fifteen  thoufand  lufty  fellows 

With  fire  and  fword  the  fort  maintain  : 
£ach  was  a  Hercules,  you  tell  us  ; 

Yet  cut  they  march'd,  like  common  men. 
Cannons  above,  and  mines  below, 

Did  death  and  tombs  for  foes  contrive  : 
Yt;t  matters  have  been  order'd  fo, 

That  moft  of  us  are  ftill  alive. 
V. 
If  Namur  be  compar'd  to  Troy  ; 

Then  Britain's  boys  excell'd  the  Greeks : 
Their  liege  did  ten  long  years  employ  ; 

W^e've  done  our  bufinefs  in  ten  weeks. 
What  godhead  does  fo  faft  advance. 

With  dreadful  power,  thofe  hills  to  gain  ? 
'Tis  little  Will,  the  fcourge  of  France  ; 

No  godhead,  but  the  firll  of  men. 

Hi» 
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Prete  a  foudroyer  tes  monts  ? 
Quel  bruit,  quel  feu  I'environne  ? 
C'eft  Jupiter  en  perfonne  ; 
Ou  c'eft  le  vainqueur  de  Mons. 

VI. 

N'en  doute  point :  c'eft  lui-meme* 
Tout  brille  en  lui ;   tout  eft  roi. 
Dans  Bruxelles  NafTau  bleme 
Commence  a  trembler  pour  toL 
En  vain  il  voit  le  Batave, 
Deformais  docile  efclave. 
Range  fous  fes  etendarts  : 
En  vain  au  lion  Belgique 
II  voit  1'  aigle  Germanique 
Uni  fous  les  leopards. 

VII. 

Plein  de  la  frayeur  nouvelle^ 
Dont  fes  fens  font  agites, 
A  fon  fecours  il  appelle 
Les  peuples  les  plus  vantes» 
Ceux-la  viennent  du  rivage, 
Ou  s'enorgueillit  le  Tage 
De  I'or,  qui  roule  en  fes  eaux  j 
Ceux-ci  des  champs,  ou  la  neige 
Des  marais  de  la  Norvege 
Neuf  mois  couvre  les  rofeaux. 


VIII.  Mai* 
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His  mortal  arm  exerts  the  power 

To  keep  e'en  Mons's  vidor  under  : 
And  that  fame  Jupiter  no  more 

Shall  fright  the  world  with  impious  thunder. 
VI. 
Our  King  thus  trembles  at  Namur  ; 

"WTiilft  Villerov,  who  ne'er  afraid  is, 
To  Bruxellcs  marches  on  fccure, 

To  bomb  the  monks,  and  fcare  the  ladies. 
After  this  glorious  expedition. 

One  battle  makes  the  Marfhal  great  : 
He  muft  perform  the  King's  commifllon  : 
"Wlio  knows  but  Orange  may  retreat  ? 
Kings  are  allow'd  to  feign  the  gout. 
Or  be  prevail'd  with  not  to  fight : 
And  mighty  Louis  hop'd,  no  doubt. 

That  William  would  prcferve  that  rights 
VII. 
From  Seine  and  Loire,  to  Rhone  and  Po, 

See  ever)'  mother's  fon  appear : 
In  fuch  a  cafe  ne'er  blame  a  foe. 
If  he  betrays  fome  little  fear. 
He  comes,  the  mighty  Villeroy  comes  ; 

Finds  a  fmall  river  in  his  way  ; 
So  waves  his  colours,  beats  his  drums. 
And  thinks  it  prudent  there  to  ftay. 
The  Gallic  troops  breathe  blood  and  war  ; 
The  Marfhal  cares  not  to  march  fafter  : 
Poor  Villeroy  moves  fo  flowly  here, 
We  fancied  all,  it  was  his  Mailer. 

VIII.  Will 
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VIII. 

Mais  qui  fait  enfler  la  Sambre  ? 
Sous  les  Jumeaux  eftVayes, 
Des  froids  torrens  de  Decembrc 
Les  champs  par  tout  font  noyes. 
Ceres  s'enfuit,  eploree 
De  voir  en  proye  a  Boree 
Ses  guerets  d'epics  charges, 
Et  fous  les  urns  fangeufes 
Des  Hyades  orageufes 
Tous  fes  trefors  fubmerges. 

IX. 

Deployez  toutes  vos  rages, 
Princes,  vents,  peuples,  frimats  ; 
Ramaffez  tous  vos  nuages ; 
RafTemblez  tous  vos  foldats. 
Malgrc  vous  Namur  en  poudre 
S'en  va  tombcr  fous  la  foudre 
Qui  domta  Lille,  Courtray, 
Gand  la  fuperbe  Efpagnole, 
Saint  Omer,  Bezan^on,  Dole, 
Ypres,  Maftricht,  &  Cambray. 

X. 

Mes  prefages  s'accomphffent : 
II  commence  a  chanceler  : 
Sous  les  coups  qui  rctentiffent 
Ses  murs  s'en  vont  s'ecrouler. 


Mars 
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VIII. 
Will  no  kind  flood,  no  friendly  rain, 

Difguife  the  Marflial's  plain  difgrace  ? 
No  torrents  fwell  the  low  Mehayne  ? 

The  world  will  fay,  he  durft  not  pafs. 
Why  will  no  Hyadcs  appear. 

Dear  Poet,  on  the  banks  of  Sambre  ; 
Juft  as  they  did  that  mighty  year, 

When  you  tum'd  June  into  December? 
The  water-nymphs  are  too  unkind 

To  Villeroy  ;   are  the  land-nymphs  fo  ? 
And  fly  they  all,  at  once  combin'd 

To  (hame  a  General,  and  a  Beau  ? 
IX. 
Truth,  juftice,  fenfe,  religion,  fame, 

May  join  to  finifh  William's  fl;ory  : 
Nations  fet  free  may  blcfs  his  name  ; 

And  France  in  fecret  own  his  gloiy. 
But  Ypres,  Maftricht,  and  Cambray, 

Befan^on,  Ghent,  St.  Omers,  Lifle, 
Courtray,  and  Dole Ye  critics,  fay. 

How  poor  to  this  was  Pindar's  ftyle  ? 
With  eke's  and  alfo's  tack  thy  flirain, 

Great  bard  !  and  fmg  the  deathlefs  Prince, 
Who  loft  Namur  the  fame  campaign 

He  bought  DIxmuyd,  and  plunder'd  Deynfc, 
X. 
I'll  hold  ten  pound  my  dream  Is  out : 

I'd  tell  It  you,  but  for  the  rattle 
Of  thofe  confounded  drums ;   no  doubt 

Yon'  bloody  rogues  intend  a  battle. 

Dear 
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Mars  en  feu  qui  les  domine, 
Souffle  a  grand  bruit  leur  ruine, 
Et  les  bombes  dans  les  airs 
Allant  chcrcher  le  tonnere, 
Semblent  tombant  fur  la  terre, 
Vouloir  s'ouvrir  les  enfers. 

XI. 

Accourez,  Naffau,  Baviere, 
De  ces  murs  I'unique  efpoir  ; 
A  convert  d'une  riviere 
Venez  :  vous  pouvez  tout  voir, 
Gonfiderez  ccs  approches : 
Voyez  grimper  fur  ces  roches 
Ces  athletes  belliqueux  ; 
Et  dans  les  eaux,  dans  la  flame, 
Louis  a  tout  donnant  I'ame, 
Marcher,  courir  avec  eux. 

XII. 
Contemplez  dans  la  tempete, 
Qui  fort  de  ces  boulevards, 
La  plume  qui  fur  fa  tete 
Attire  tons  les  regards. 
A  cet  aftre  redoubtable 
Toujours  un  fort  favorable 
S'attache  dans  les  coinbats ; 
Et  toujours  avec  la  gloire 
Mars  amenant  la  viftoire 
Vole,  Sc  le  fuit  a  grands  pas. 
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Dear  me  !    a  hundred  thoufand  French 

With  terror  fill  the  neighbouring  field : 
While  William  carries  on  the  trench, 

Till  both  the  town  and  caftle  yield. 
Villeroy  to  Bouiflers  fhould  advance, 

Says  Mars,  through  cannons'  mouths  in  fire  j 
Id  efl,  one  Marefchal  of  France 

Tells  t'other,  he  can  come  no  nigher. 
XI. 
Regain  the  lines  the  fhortefl  way, 

Villeroy  ;  or  to  Verfaillcs  take  poft ; 
For,  having  feen  it,  thou  canft  fay 

The  ileps,  by  which  Namur  was  loft. 
The  fmoke  and  flame  may  vex  thy  fight : 

Look  not  once  back  :  but,  as  thou  goeft, 
<^icken  the  fquadrons  in  their  flight. 

And  bid  the  devil  take  the  floweft. 
Think  not  what  reafon  to  produce. 

From  Louis  to  conceal  thy  fear  : 
Jie'll  own  the  ftrcngth  of  thy  excufe  ; 

Tell  him  that  William  was  but  there, 
XIL 
'Now  let  us  look  for  Louis'  feather. 

That  us'd  to  fliine  fo  like  a  ttar  : 
The  Generals  could  not  get  together, 

Wanting  that  influence,  great  in  war. 
'O  Poet !   thou  hadfl;  been  difcreeter. 

Hanging  the  monarch's  hat  fo  high. 
If  thou  hadfl;  dubb'd  thy  fl;ar,  a  meteor. 

That  did  but  blaze,  and  rove,  and  die. 

2  XIIL  To 
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XIII. 
Grands  defenfeurs  de  I'Efpagne, 
Montrez-vous  :  il  en  eft  terns  : 
Courage  ;   vers  la  Mahagne 
Voila  vos  drapeaux  flottans. 
Jamais  fes  ondes  craintives 
N'ont  vu  fur  leurs  foibles  rives 
Tant  de  guerriers  s'amafTer. 
Courez  done  :    Qui  vous  retarde  ? 
Tout  I'univers  vous  regarde. 
N'ofez  vous  la  traverfer  ? 

XIV. 
Loin  de  fermer  le  pafTage 
A  vos  nombreux  bataillons, 
Luxembourg  a  du  rivage 
Recule  fes  pavilions. 
Quol  ?  leur  feul  afpeft  vous  glace  ? 
Ou  font  ces  chefs  pleins  d'audace, 
Jadis  fi  prompts  a  marcher. 
Qui  devoient  de  la  Tamife, 
Et  de  la  Drave  foumife, 
Jufqu'  a  Paris  nous  chercher  ? 

XV. 

Cependant  I'effroi  redouble 
Sur  les  remparts  de  Namur. 
Son  gouverneur  qui  fe  trouble 
S'enfuit  fous  fon  dernier  mar. 


Dela 
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XIII. 
To  animate  the  doubtful  fight, 

Namur  in  vain  expedls  that  ray  : 
In  vain  France  hopes,  the  fickly  light 

Should  (hine  near  William's  fuller  day  : 
It  knows  Verfailles,  its  proper  ilation  ; 

Nor  cares  for  any  foreign  fphere  : 
Where  you  fee  Boileau's  conllellation. 

Be  fure  no  danger  can  be  near. 
XIV. 
The  French  had  gather'd  all  their  force  ; 

And  William  met  them  in  their  way  : 
Yet  off  they  brufh'd,  both  foot  and  horfe. 

What  has  friend  Boileau  left  to  fay  ? 
When  his  high  Mufe  is  bent  upon't. 

To  Gng  her  king — that  great  commander, 
Or  on  the  fhores  of  Hellefpont, 

Or  in  the  valleys  near  Scamander  ; 
Would  it  not  fpoil  his  noble  tafli, 

If  any  foolilh  Phrygian  there  is. 
Impertinent  enough  to  afk. 

How  far  Namur  may  be  from  Paris  ? 
XV. 
Two  ftanzas  more  before  we  end. 

Of  death,  pikes,  rocks,  arms,  bricks,  and  fire  ; 
X.eave  them  behind  you,  honeft  friend ; 

And  with  your  countrymen  retire. 

Vol.  XXXII.  Q_  Your 
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Deja  jufques  a  fes  portes 

Je  vol  monter  nos  cohortes, 

La  flame  &  le  fer  en  main  : 

Et  fur  les  monceaux  de  piques, 

De  corps  morts,  de  rocs,  de  briques, 

S'ouvrir  un  large  chemin. 

XV  I. 

C'en  eft  fait.     Je  viens  d'entendre 
Sur  ces  rochers  eperdus 
Battre  un  fignal  pour  fe  rendre ; 
Le  feu  ceffe.     lis  font  rendus- 
Depouillez  votre  arrogance, 
Tiers  ennemis  de  la  France, 
Et  deformais  gracieux, 
AUez  a  Liege,  a  Bruxelles, 
Porter  les  humbles  nouvelles 
De  Namur  pris  a  vos  yeux. 
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Your  ode  is  fpollt :  Namur  is  freed  ; 

For  Dixmuyd  fometlnng  yet  is  due : 
So  good  count  Guifcard  may  proceed ; 

But  Boufflers,  Sir,  one  word  with  you. — 
XVI. 
*Tis  done.     In  fight  of  thefe  commanders, 

Who  neither  fight,  nor  raife  the  fiege. 
The  foes  of  France  march  fafe  through  Flanders  ; 

Divide  to  Bruxelles,  or  to  Liege. 
Send,  Fame,  this  news  to  Trianon, 

That  BoufHers  may  new  honours  gain  : 
He  the  fame  play  by  land  has  Ihewn, 

As  Toun'ille  did  upon  the  main. 
Yet  is  the  Marfhal  made  a  peer  : 

O  William,  may  thy  arms  advance ! 
That  he  may  lofe  Dinant  next  year, 

And  fo  be  conftable  of  France. 


0^2  AN 
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AN         ODE. 

I. 

''  I  ^  H  E  merchant,  to  fecure  his  treafure, 
-^     Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name  : 
Euphelia  ferves  to  grace  my  meafure  ; 
But  Cloe  is  my  real  flame. 

II. 

My  fofteft  verfe,  my  darling  lyre. 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay  ; 
When  Cloe  noted  her  defire, 

That  I  fhould  fing,  that  I  fhould  play^ 

III. 
My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raife, 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  fighs ; 
And,  whilft  I  fing  Euphelia's  praife, 

1  fix  my  foul  on  Cloe's  eyes. 

IV. 

Fair  Cloe  blufh'd  :  Euphelia  frown'd  : 

I  fung,  and  gaz'd  :  I  play'd,  and  trembled ; 

And  Venus  to  the  Loves  around 
Remark'd,  how  ill  we  all  diffembled. 
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PRESENTED   TO  THE  KING,    AT  HIS  ARRIVAL   IN 

HOLLAND.  AFTER  THE  DISCOVERY  OF 

THE  CONSPIRACY,  1696. 

*'  Scrus  in  coelum  redeas,  diuque 
«'  Lstus  interfis  populo  Quirini : 
««  Neve  te  noftris  vitiis  iniquum 

"  Ocyor  aura 
"  Tollat  — "  HoR.  ad  Auguftum. 

YE  careful  angels,  whom  eternal  Fate 
Ordains,  on  earth  and  human  ads  to  wait ; 
Vnio  turn  with  fecret  power  this  reftlefs  hall, 
And  bid  predeftln'd  empires  rife  and  fall : 
Your  facred  aid  religious  monarchs  own, 
When  firft  they  meilt,  then  afcend  the  throne: 
But  tyrants  dread  you,  left  your  juft  decree 
Transfer  the  power,  and  fet  the  people  free. 
See  refcued  Britain  at  your  altars  bow  ; 
And  hear  her  hymns  your  happy  care  avow  : 
That  ftill  her  axes  and  her  rods  fupport 
The  judge's  frown,  and  grace  the  awful  court ; 
That  Law  with  all  her  pompous  terror  Hands, 
To  wreft  the  dagger  from  the  traitor's  hands  ; 
And  rigid  Juftice  reads  the  fatal  word, 
Polfes  the  balance  firft,  then  draws  the  fword. 

Britain  her  fafety  to  your  guidance  owns. 
That  flie  can  feparate  parricides  from  fons ; 
That,  impious  rage  difarm'd,  (he  lives  and  reigns. 
Her  freedom  kept  by  him,  who  broke  her  chains. 

0^3  And 
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And  thou,  great  minifter,  above  the  reft 
Of  guardian  fpirlts,  be  thou  for  ever  blell ; 
Thou  who  of  old  vi^aft  fent  to  Ifrael's  court. 
With  fecret  aid  great  David's  ftrong  fupport. 
To  mock  the  frantic  rage  of  cruel  Saul, 
And  ftrike  the  ufelefs  javelin  to  the  wall. 
Thy  later  care  o'er  William's  temples  held. 
On  Boyne's  propitious  banks,  the  heavenly  fhield  ; 
When  power  divine  did  fovereign  right  declare  ; 
And  cannons  mark'd  whom  they  were  bid  to  fpare. 

Still,  blefled  angel,  be  thy  care  the  fame  ! 
Be  William's  life  untouch'd  as  is  his  fame  ! 
L.et  him  own  thine,  as  Britain  owns  his  hand : 
Save  thou  the  King,  as  he  has  fav'd  the  land  ! 

We  angels'  forms  in  pious  monarchs  view  ; 
We  reverence  William  ;  for  he  afts  like  you  ; 
Liike  you,  commifiion'd  to  chaftife  and  blefs. 
He  mufl  avenge  the  world,  and  give  it  peace. 

Indulgent  Fate  our  potent  prayer  receives  ; 
And  ftill  Britannia  fmiles,  and  William  lives. 
The  hero  dear  to  earth,  by  heaven  belov'd, 
.By  troubles  muft  be  vex'd,  by  dangers  prov'd : 
His  foes  muft  aid,  to  make  his  fame  complete. 
And  fix  his  throne  fecure  on  their  defeat. 

So,  though  with  fudden  rage  the  tempeft  comes ; 
Though  the  winds  roar  ;  and  though  the  water  foams  j 
Imperial  Britain  on  the  fca  looks  down, 
And  fmiling  fees  her  rebel-fubjefts  frown. 
Striking  her  cliffy  the  ftorm  confirms  her  power ; 
The  waves  but  whiten  her  triumphant  (hore  : 

In 
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In  vain  they  would  advance,  in  vain  retreat ; 
Broken  they  da(h,  and  perifh  at  her  feet. 

For  William  (till  new  wonders  fiiall  be  (hown  : 
The  powers,  that  refcued,  (hall  prcferve  the  throne. 
Safe  on  his  darling  Britain's  joyful  fea, 
Behold,  the  monarch  plows  his  liquid  way  : 
His  fleets  in  thunder  through  the  world  declare, 
Whofe  empire  they  obey,  whofe  arms  they  bear. 
Blefs'd  by  afpiring  winds,  he  finds  the  ftrand  "J 

Blacken'd  with  crowds  ;  he  fees  the  nation  ftand,      J- 
Bleffing  his  fafety,  proud  of  his  command.  J 

In  various  tongues  he  hears  the  captains  dwell 
On  their  great  leader's  praife  ;  by  turns  they  tell, 
And  hften,  each  with  emulous  glory  fir'd, 
How  William  conquer'd,  and  how  France  retir'd  ; 
How  Belgia,  freed,  the  hero's  arm  confefs'd, 
But  trembled  for  the  courage  which  (he  bleft. 

O  Louis,  from  this  great  example  know, 
To  be  at  once  a  hero  and  a  foe  : 
By  founding  trumpets,  hear,  and  rattling  drums. 
When  William  to  the  open  vengeance  comes : 
And  fee  the  foldier  plead  the  monarch's  right, 
Heading  his  troops,  and  foreraoft  in  the  fight. 

Hence  then,  clofe  ambulh  and  perfidious  war,. 
Down  to  your  native  feats  of  night  repair. 
And  thou,  BcUona,  weep  thy  cruel  pride 
Reftrain'd,  behind  the  vigor's  chariot  tied 
In  brazen  knots  and  everlafting  chains 
(So  Europe's  peace,  fo  WilHara's  fate  ordains). 

0^4  V^^iilc 
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While  on  the  ivory  chair,  in  happy  ftate, 

He  fits,  ffcure  in  innocence,  and  great 

In  regal  clemency ;  and  views  beneath 

Averted  darts  of  rage,  and  pointlefs  arms  of  death. 


SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN    AT    THE     HAGUE,    1696. 

'\JU'  H IL  E  with  labour  alTiduous  due  pleafure  I  mix. 

And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  bufinefs  of  fix,- 
In  a  little  Dutch  chaife  on  a  Saturday  night. 
On  my  left-hand  my  Horace,  a  NjTtiph  on  my  right : 
No  memoirs  to  compofe,  and  no  poft-boy  to  move, 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  foftnefs  of  love ; 
For  her,  neither  vifits,  nor  parties  at  tea, 
Nor  the  long-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  and  the  next  fhall  be  hers,  fhall  be  mine. 
To  good  or  ill-fortune  the  third  we  refign  : 
Thus  fcorning  the  world  and  fuperior  to  fate, 
I  drive  on  my  car  in  proceflional  ftate. 
So  with  P}ii<i  through  Athens  Pififtratus  rode ; 
Men  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him  a  new  god. 
But  why  fhould  I  ftories  of  Athens  rehearfe. 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verfe  ; 
Since  none  can  with  juftice  my  pleafuies  oppofe. 
In  Holland  half  drowned  in  intereft  and  profe  ? 
By  Greece  and  paft  ages  what  need  I  be  tried. 
When  The  Hague  and  the  prefent  are  both  on  my  fide  ? 

And 
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And  is  it  enouijh  for  the  joys  of  the  day, 

To  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  fay  ? 

When  good  ^'andergoes,  and  his  provident  Vrow, 

As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph,  do  freely  allow. 

That,  fearch  all  the  province,  you'll  find  no  man  dar  is, 

So  bleil  as  the  Enghfhen  Heer  Secretar'  is. 


T    O 

CLOE      WEEPING. 

C  E  E,  whilft  thou  weep'ft,  fair  Cloe,  fee 

The  world  in  fympathy  with  thee. 
The  cheerful  birds  no  longer  fing  ; 
Each  drops  his  head,  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  clouds  have  bent  their  bofom  lower. 
And  fhed  their  forrows  in  a  fhower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow  ; 
And  louder  murmurs  fpeak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  fwains  adopt  thy  cares  ; 
They  heave  thy  fighs,  and  weep  thy  tears. 
Fantaftic  nymph  !  that  grief  {hould  move 
Thy  heart  obdurate  againft  love. 
Strange  tears  !  whofe  power  can  foften  all, 
But  that  dear  breaft  on  which  they  fall. 


T.9 
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T    O 

MR.  HOWARD. 

AN         ODE. 

I. 

EAR  Howard,  from  the  foft  aflaults  of  love,,; 
Poets  and  Painters  never  are  fecure  ; 
Can  I  untouched  the  fair-one's  paffions  move, 
Or  thou  draw  beauty,  and  not  feel  its  power  ? 
II. 
To  great  Apelles  when  young  Ammon  brought 

The  darling  idol  of  his  captive  heart ; 
And  the  pleas'd  nymph  with  kind  attention  fat, 
To  have  her  charms  recorded  by  his  art : 
III. 
The  amorous  mafter  own'd  her  potent  eyes  ; 

Sigh'd  when  he  look'd,  and  trembled  as  he  drew  ; 
Each  flowing  line  confirm'd  his  firll  furprife, 
And,  as  the  piece  advanc'd,  the  paffion  grew. 
IV. 
While  Phihp's  fon,  while  Venus'  fon,  was  near. 
What  different  tortures  does  his  bofom  feel ! 
Great  was  tlie  Rival,  and  the  God  fevere  : 
Nor  could  he  hide  his  flame,  nor  durfl;  reveal.. 
V. 
The  prince,  renown'd  in  bounty  as  in  arms. 

With  pity  favv  the  ill-conceal'd  diftrefs  j 
Quitted  his  title  to  Campafpe's  charms. 

And  gave  the  fair-one  to  the  friend's  embrace. 

VI.  Thus 
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VI. 

Thus  the  more  beauteous  Cloe  fat  to  thee, 

Good  Howard,  emulous  of  the  Grecian  art : 
But  happy  thou,  from  Cupid's  arrow  free. 

And  flames  that  pierc'd  thy  predecefTor's  heart ! 
VII. 
Had  thy  poor  breafl;  recelv'd  an  equal  pain  ; 

Had  I  been  veiled  with  the  monarch's  power ; 
Thou  muft  have  figh'd,  unlucky  youth,  in  vain  ; 

Nor  from  my  bounty  hadfl  thou  found  a  cure. 
VIII. 
Though,  to  convince  thee  that  the  friend  did  feel 

A  kind  concern  for  thy  ill-fated  care, 
I  would  have  footh'd  the  flame  I  could  not  heal ; 

Given  thee  the  world  ;  though  I  with-held  the  fair. 

LOVE      DISARMED. 

T>ENEATH  a  myrtle's  verdant  (hade 
"^-^  As  Cloe  half  afleep  was  laid, 
Cupid  perch'd  lightly  on  her  breafl:. 
And  in  that  heaven  defir'd  to  refl: : 
Over  her  paps  his  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Between  he  found  a  downy  bed, 
And  nefl;led  in  his  little  head. 

Still  lay  the  God:  the  nymph,  furpris'd, 
Yet  mifl:refs  of  herfelf,  devis'd 
How  flie  the  vagrant  might  inthral, 
And  captive  him,  who  captives  all. 

Her 
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Her  bodice  half-way  (he  unlac'd ; 
About  his  arms  fhe  flily  call 
The  filken  bond,  and  held  him  faft. 

The  god  awak'd  ;  and  thrice  In  vain 
He  ftrove  to  break  the  cruel  chain  ; 
And  thrice  in  vain  he  (hook  his  wing, 
Incumber'd  in  the  filken  ftring. 

Fluttering  the  God,  and  weeping,  faid, 
Pity  poor  Cupid,  generous  maid, 
Who  happen'd,  being  blind,  to  ftray. 
And  on  thy  bofom  loft  his  way  ; 
Who  ftray'd,  alas !  but  knew  too  well, 
He  never  there  muft  hope  to  dwell : 
Set  an  unhappy  prifoner  free, 
V/ho  ne'er  intended  harm  to  thee. 

To  me  pertains  not,  flie  replies, 
To  know  or  care  where  Cupid  flies  ; 
Wliat  are  his  haunts,  or  which  his  way  ; 
Where  he  would  dwell,  or  v\^hither  ftray  : 
Yet  will  I  never  fet  thee  free  ; 
For  harm  was  meant,  and  hai-m  to  me. 

Vain  fears  that  vex  thy  virgin  heart ! 
I'll  give  thee  up  my  bow  and  dart ; 
Untangle  but  this  cruel  chain, 
And  freely  let  me  fly  again. 

Agreed  :  fecure  my  virgin  heart : 
Inftant  give  up  thy  bow  and  dart ; 
The  chain  I'll  in  return  untie  ; 
And  freely  thou  again  flialt  fly. 


I 


Thus 
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Thus  fhe  the  captive  did  deliver ; 
The  captive  thus  gave  up  his  quiver. 
The  God  difarm'd,  e'er  fince  that  day, 
Pafles  his  hfe  in  harmlefs  play  ; 
Flies  round,  or  fits  upon  her  breaft, 
A  little,  fluttering,  idle  gueft. 

E'er  fince  that  day,  the  beauteous  maid 
Governs  the  world  in  Cupid's  ftead  ; 
Direfts  his  arrow  as  (he  wills  ; 
Gives  grief,  or  pleafure  ;  fpares,  or  kills. 


CLOE      HUNTING. 

"DEHIND  her  neck  her  comely  treffes  tied, 

-*-'  Her  ivory  quiver  graceful  by  her  fide, 

A  hunting  Cloe  went :  (he  loft  her  way, 

And  through  the  woods  uncertain  chanc'd  to  ftray. 

Apollo,  paffing  by,  beheld  the  maid  ; 

And,  filler  dear,  bright  Cynthia,  turn,  he  faid : 

The  hunted  hind  lies  clofe  in  yonder  brake. 

Loud  Cupid  laugh'd,  to  fee  the  God's  miftake  ; 

And,  laughing,  cried.  Learn  better,  great  divine, 

To  know  thy  kindred,  and  to  honour  mine. 

Rightly  advis'd  far  hence  thy  fifter  feek. 

Or  on  Meander's  bank,  or  Latmus'  peak. 

But  in  this  nymph,  my  friend,  my  fifter  know : 

She  draws  my  arrows,  and  flie  bends  my  bow  : 

Fair  Thames  ftie  haunts,  and  every  neighbouring  grove. 

Sacred  to  foft  recefs,  and  gentle  love. 

Go, 
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Go,  with  thy  Cynthia,  hurl  the  pointed  fpear 
At  the  rough  boar,  or  chafe  the  flying  deer : 
I  and  my  Cloe  take  a  nobler  aim : 
At  human  hearts  we  fling,  nor  ever  mifs  the  game. 


CUPID    AND    GANYMEDE. 

TN  Heaven,  one  holy-day,  you  read 

In  vi^ife  Anacreon,  Ganymede 
Drew  heedlefs  Cupid  in,  to  throw 
A  main,  to  pafs  an  hour,  or  fo. 
The  little  Trojan,  by  the  way. 
By  Hermes  taught,  play'd  all  the  play. 

The  god  unhappily  engag'd. 
By  nature  rafii,  by  play  enrag'd, 
Complain'd,  and  figh'd,  and  cried  and  fretted  ; 
Loft  every  earthly  thing  he  betted  : 
In  ready  money,  all  the  ftore 
Pick'd  up  long  fince  from  Danae's  /hower  ; 
A  fnuff-box,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts. 
Rubies,  all  pierc'd  with  diamond  darts  ; 
His  nine-pins  made  of  myrtle  wood 
(The  tree  in  Ida's  foreft  ftood)  ; 
His  bowl  pure  gold,  the  ver}'-  fame 
Which  Paris  gave  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
Two  table-books  in  fhagreen  covers, 
Fill'd  with  good  verfe  from  real  lovers  j 
Merchandife  rare  !  a  billet-doux, 
Its  matter  paifionate,  yet  true  j 

2  Heap* 
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Heaps  of  hair-rings,  and  cypher'J  feals  ; 
Rich  trifles  ;  ferious  bagatelles. 

What  fad  diforders  play  begets  ! 
Defperate  and  mad,  at  length  he  fets 
Thofe  darts,  whofe  points  make  gods  adore 
His  might,  and  deprecate  his  power  : 
Thofc  darts,  whence  all  our  joy  and  pain 
Arife  :  thofe  darts  —  Come,  fcvcn's  the  main. 
Cries  Ganymede  :  the  ufual  trick  : 
Seven,  flur  a  fix  ;  eleven  :  a  nick. 

Ill  news  goes  fall :  'twas  quickly  kno\ra 
That  fimple  Cupid  was  undone. 
Sveifter  than  lightning  Venus  flew  : 
Too  late  fhe  found  the  thing  too  true. 
Gucfs  how  the  goddefs  greets  her  fon  : 
Come  hither,  firrah  ;  no,  begone  ; 
And,  hark  ye,  is  it  fo  indeed  ? 
A  comrade  you  for  Ganymede  ? 
An  imp  as  vncked,  for  his  age, 
As  any  earthly  lady's  page  ; 
A  fcandal  and  a  fcourge  to  Troy; 
A  prince's  fon  ;  a  black-guard  boy  ; 
A  fliarper,  that  with  box  and  dice 
Draws  in  young  deities  to  vice. 
All  Heaven  is  by  the  ears  together. 
Since  firft  that  little  rogue  came  hither : 
Juno  herfelf  has  had  no  peace  : 
And  truly  I've  been  favour'd  lefs : 
For  Jove,  as  Fame  reports  (but  Fame 
-Says  things  not  fit  for  me  to  name), 

Has 
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Has  afted  ill  for  fuch  a  god, 
And  taken  ways  extremely  odd. 

And  thou,  unhappy  child,  flie  faid,, 
(Her  anger  by  her  grief  allay 'd) 
Unhappy  child,  who  thus  haft  loft 
All  the  eftate  we  e'er  could  boaft ; 
Whither,  O  whither  wilt  thou  run, 
Thy  name  defpis'd,  thy  weaknefs  known  ? 
Nor  (liall  thy  fhrine  on  earth  be  crown'd ; 
Nor  ftiaU  thy  power  in  heaven  be  own'd  ; 
When  thou  nor  man  nor  god  canft  wound. 

Obedient  Cupid  kneeling  cried, 
Ceafe,  deareft  mother,  ceafe  to  chide  : 
Gany's  a  cheat,  and  I'm  a  bubble  ; 
Yet  why  this  great  excefs  of  trouble  ? 
The  dice  were  falfe  :  the  darts  are  gone  ;. 
Yet  how  are  you,  or  I,  undone  ? 

Tile  lofs  of  thefe  I  can  fupply 
With  keener  fhafts  from  Cloe's  eye : 
Fear  not  we  e'er  can  be  difgrac'd 
While  that  bright  magazine  fhall  laft :: 
Your  crowded  altars  ftlll  fhall  fmoke  ; 
And  man  your  friendly  aid  invoke  : 
Jove  ftiall  again  revere  your  power^ 
And  rife  a  fwan,  or  fall  a  fhower.. 


} 
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CUPID      MISTAKEN. 

I. 

A  S  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 
Venus  flood  bathing  in  a  river ; 
Cupid  a-fhooting  went  that  way, 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  new  fill'd  his  quiver. 
11. 
With  fl-cill  he  chofe  his  fharpeft.  dart. 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew  ; 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 
The  too-well-guided  arrow  flew. 
III. 
I  faint !   I  die  !  the  goddefs  cried  : 

0  cruel,  could'ft  thou  find  none  other, 
To  wreck  thy  fpleen  on  ?  parricide  ! 

Like  Nero,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother. 
IV. 
Poor  Cupid  fobbing  fcarce  could  fpeak  ; 

Indeed,  Mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  : 
Alas  !  how  eafy  my  miftake  ! 

1  took  you  for  your  likenefs  Cloe. 

VENUS      MISTAKEN. 

"XXTHEN  Cloe's  picture  was  to  Venus  fhown, 

Surpris'd,  the  goddefs  took  it  for  her  own. 
And  what,  faid  fhe,  does  this  bold  painter  mean  ? 
When  was  I  bathing  thus,  and  naked  feen  ? 

Vox..  XXXII.  R  II.   Pleas'c 
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Pleas'd  Ciipul  heard,  and  check'd  his  mother's  pride 
And  who's  blind  now,  Mamma  ?  the  urchin  cried. 
Tis  Cloe's  eye,  and  cheek,  and  lip,  and  breaft  : 
Friend  Howard's  orenius  fancied  all  the  reft. 


A  SONG. 

T  F  wine  and  mufick  have  the  power 
-^  To  eafe  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul ; 
Let  Phoebus  every  ftring  explore. 

And  Bacchus  fill  the  fprightly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ. 

To  make  my  Cloe's  abfence  light ; 
And  feek  for  pleafure,  to  deftroy 

The  forrovrs  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  (he  to-morrow  will  return  : 
Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 

Thy  myrtles  ftrow,  thy  odours  burn  ; 
And  ir.eet  thy  favourite  nymph  in  Hate. 

Kind  goddefs,  to  no  other  powers 
Let  us  to-morrow's  bleffinp-s  own  : 

o 

Thy  darling  loves  fhall  guide  the  hours ; 
And  all  the  day  be  thine  alone. 


THE 
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THE  DOVE. 

**  —  Tantsnc  animis  ccEleftibus  \rx  ?  V  l  R  G. 

1. 

T  N  Virgil's  facred  verfe  we  find. 

That  paflion  can  deprefs  or  raife 
The  heavenly,  as  the  human  mind  : 
Who  dare  deny  what  Virgil  fays  ? 
II. 
But,  if  they  fhould,  what  our  great  mafter 
Has  thus  laid  down  my  tale  fliall  prove  : 
Fair  Venus  wept  the  fad  difafter 
Of  having  loft  her  favourite  Dove. 
III. 
In  complaifance  poor  Cupid  moum'd  ; 
His  grief  reliev'd  his  mother's  pain  ; 
He  vow'd  he'd  leave  no  ftone  unturn'd, 
But  fhc  {hould  have  her  Dove  again. 
IV. 
Though  none,  faid  he,  fhall  yet  be  nam'd, 

I  know  the  felon  well  enough  : 
But  be  (he  not,  Mamma,  condemn'd 
Without  a  fair  and  legal  proof. 
V. 
With  that,  his  longeft  dart  he  took. 
As  conftable  would  take  his  ftafF: 
That  gods  defire  like  men  to  look. 
Would  make  ev'n  Heraclitus  laugh. 

R  2  VT.  Love's 
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VI. 

Love's  fubalterns,  a  duteous  band. 

Like  watchmen,  round  their  chief  appear  ; 
Each  had  his  lantern  in  his  hand  ; 

And  Venus  maflc'd  brought  up  the  rear. 
VII. 
Accoutred  thus,  their  eager  ftep 

To  Cloe's  lodging  they  direfted  : 
(At  once  I  write,  alas  !  and  weep. 

That  Cloe  is  of  theft  fufpefted). 
VIIL 
Late  they  fet  out,  had  far  to  go  : 

St.  Dunftan's  as  they  pafs'd  ftruck  one, 
Cloe,  for  reafons  good,  you  know. 

Lives  at  the  fober  end  o'  th'  town. 
IX. 
With  one  great  peal  they  rap  the  door. 

Like  footmen  on  a  vifiting-day. 
Folks  at  her  houfe  at  fuch  an  hour  ! 

Lord  !  what  will  all  the  neighbours  fay  ? 
X. 
The  door  is  open  :  up  they  run  : 

Nor  prayers,  nor  threats,  divert  their  fpeed  : 
Thieves  !  thieves  !  cnes  Sufan  ;  we're  undone  ; 

They'll  kill  my  miftrefs  in  her  bed. 
XL 
In  bed  indeed  the  nymph  had  been 

Three  hours  :  for,  all  hiftorlans  fay, 

She  commonly  went  up  at  ten, 

Unlefs  piquet  was  in  the  way. 

Xli.  oliC 
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XII. 
She  wak'd,  be  fure,  with  ftrange  furprife : 

O  Cupid,  is  this  right  or  law, 

Thus  to  difturb  the  brighteft  eyes, 

That  ever  flept,  or  ever  faw  ? 

XIII. 

Have  you  obferv'd  a  fitting  hare, 

Liftening,  and  fearful  of  the  ftorm 

Of  horns  and  hounds,  clap  back  her  car, 

Afraid  to  keep,  or  leave  her  form  ? 

XIV. 

Or  have  you  mark'd  a  partridge  quake. 

Viewing  the  towering  falcon  nigh  i 
She  cuddles  low  behind  the  brake  : 
Nor  would  flic  ftay  ;  nor  dares  fhe  fly. 
XV. 
Then  have  you  fccn  the  beauteous  raaiil  ; 

When  gazing  on  her  midnight  foe. , 
She  turn'd  each  way  her  frighted  head, 
Then  funk  it  deep  beneath  the  clothe^, 
XVI. 
Venus  this  while  was  in  the  chamber 

Incognito  :  for  Sufan  faid. 
It  fmelt  fo  ftrong  of  mynh  and  amber — 
And  Sufan  is  no  lying  maid. 
XVII. 
But,  fince  we  have  no  prefent  need 

Of  Venus  for  -an  cpifode  : 
XVith  Cupid  let  us  e'en  proceed  ; 
And  thus  to  Cloe  fpoke  the  god  : 

R  3  XVIIJ,  Hold 


446  PRIOR'S    POEMSi 

XVIII. 

Kold  up  your  head  :  hold  up  your  hand  % 

V/ould  it  were  not  my  lot  to  fhew  ye 

This  cruel  writ,  wherein  you  ftand 

Indifted  by  the  name  of  Cloe  ! 

XIX. 

For  that,  by  fecret  malice  ftirr'd. 

Or  by  an  emulous  pride  invited. 

You  have  purloin'd  the  favourite  bird. 

In  which  my  mother  moft  dehghted, 

XX. 

Her  blufhing  face  the  lovely  maid 

Rais'd  juft  above  the  milk-white  fheet  j 

A  rofe-tree  in  a  lily  bed 

Nor  glows  fo  red,  nor  breathes  fo  fweet* 

XXI. 

Are  you  not  he  whom  virgins  fear. 

And  widows  court  ?  is  not  your  name 

Cupid  ?  If  fo,  pray  come  not  near — 

Fair  maiden,  I'm  the  very  fame. 

XXII. 

Then  what  have  I,  good  fir,  to  fay, 

Or  do  with  her  you  call  your  mother  ? 

If  I  fhould  meet  her  in  my  way, 

We  hardly  court'fy  to  each  other. 

XXIII. 

Diana  chafte,  and  Hebe  fweet, 

Witnefs  that  what  I  fpeak  is  true  : 

I  would  not  give  my  Paroquet 

For  all  the  Doves  that  ever  flew. 

XXIV.  Yet, 
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XXIV. 

Yet,  to  compofc  this  midnight  noife, 

Go  freely  fcarch  where -e'er  you  pleafe 
(The  rage,  that  rais'd,  adorn 'd  her  voice) — 

Upon  yon'  toilet  lie  my  keys. 
XXV. 
Her  keys  he  takes  ;  her  doors  unlocks  ; 

Through  wardrobe  and  through  clofet  bounces  ; 
Peeps  into  ever)'  cheft  and  box  ; 

Turns  all  her  furbeloes  and  flounces. 
XXVI. 
But  Dove,  depend  on't,  finds  he  none  ; 

So  to  the  bed  returns  again  : 
And  now  the  maiden,  bolder  grown. 

Begins  to  treat  him  with  difdain. 
XXVII. 
I  marvel  much,  fhe  fmiling  laid, 

Your  poultry  cannot  yet  be  found  ; 
Lies  he  in  yonder  flipper  dead  ? 

Or,  may  be,  in  the  tea-pot  drown'd  ? 
XXVIII. 
No,  traitor,  angry  Love  replies, 

He's  hid  fomewhere  about  your  breafl; ; 
A  place  nor  god  nor  man  denies. 

For  Venus'  Dove  the  proper  nefl;. 
XXIX. 
Search,  then,  fiie  faid,  put  in  your  hand. 

And  Cynthia,  dear  proteCtrefs,  guard  me  ; 
As  guilty  I,  or  free,  may  ftand. 

Do  thou  or  punilh  or  reward  me» 

R  4  XXX.  But 
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XXX. 

But  ah  !  what  maid  to  Love  can  truft ! 

He  fcorns,  and  breaks,  all  legal  power  ; 
Into  her  breaft  his  hand  he  thruft  ; 

And  in  a  moment  forc'd  it  lower. 

XXXL 
O,  whither  do  thofe  fingers  rove, 

Cries  Cloe,  treacherous  urchin,  whither  ? 
O  Venus  !   I  fliall  find  thy  Dove, 

Says  he  ;  for  fure  I  touch  his  feather. 


LOVER'S     ANGER. 

A  S  Cloe  came  into  the  room  t'  other  day, 
-^        I  peevifh  began  ;  where  fo  long  could  you  flay  ? 
In  your  life-time  you  never  regarded  your  hour ; 
You  promis'd  at  two  ;  and  (pray  look,  child)  'tis  four, 
A  lady's  watch  needs  neither  figures  nor  wheels  ; 
'Tis  enoughj  that  'tis  loaded  with  baubles  and  feals. 
A  temper  fo  heedlcfs  no  moi'tal  can  bear — 
Thus  far  I  went  on  with  a  refolute  air. 

Lord  blefs  me  !  faid  fhe  ;  let  a  body  but  fpeak  ! 
Here's  an  ugly  hard  rofe-bud  fallen  into  my  neck  ; 
It  has  liurt  me,  and  vext  me  to  fuch  a  degree — 
■See  here  !  for  you  never  believe  me  ;  pray  fee, 

On 
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On  the  left  fide  my  breaft,  what  a  mark  it  has  made  ! 
So  faying,  her  bofom  (he  carelefs  difplay'd  : 
That  feat  of  delight  I  with  wonder  furvey'd, 
And  forgot  every  word  I  defign'd  to  have  faid. 

MERCURY    AND    CUPID. 

TN  fallen  humour  one  day  Jove 

"*■  Sent  Hermes  down  to  Ida's  grove. 

Commanding  Cupid  to  deliver 

His  (lore  of  darts,  his  total  quiver  ; 

That  Hermes  fhoidd  the  weapons  break. 

Or  throw  them  into  Lethe's  lake. 

Hermes,  you  know,  mull  do  his  errand  : 
He  found  his  man,  produc'd  his  warrant  ; 
Cupid  !  your  darts — thrs  very^  hour — 
There's  no  contending  againft  power  ! 

How  fullen  Jupiter,  jull  now, 
I  think  I  faid  ;  and  you'll  allow 
That  Cupid  v.-as  as  bad  as  he  : 
Hear  but  the  youngfler's  repartee. 

Come,  kinfman  (faid  the  httle  god), 
Put  off  your  wings,  lay  by  your  rod ; 
Retire  with  me  to  yonder  bower. 
And  reft  yourfclf  for  half  an  hour  : 
"Tis  far  indeed  from  hence  to  heaven  ; 
But  you  fly  faft :  and  'tis  but  feven. 
We'll  take  one  cooling  cup  of  ncftar  ; 
Aiad  drink  to  this  cele^al  Hedor- 

He 
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He  break  my  daits  !  or  hurt  my  power  I 
He,  Leda's  fwan,  and  Danae's  fliower ! 
Go,  bid  him  his  wife  tongue  reftrain, 
And  mind  his  thunder,  and  his  rain. — 
My  darts !   O  certainly  I'll  give  'em  : 
From  Cloe's  eyes  he  fliall  receive  'em. 
There's  one,  the  bell  in  all  my  quiver, 
Twang  !  through  his  very  heart  and  liver  ; 
He  then  fliall  pine,  and  iigh,  and  rave  : 
Good  Lord  !  what  buftle  fliall  we  have  I 
Neptune  mull  Uraight  be  fent  to  fea. 
And  Flora  fummon'd  twice  a  day  : 
One  muH  find  fliells,  and  t'  other  flowers. 
For  cooling  grots,  and  fragrant  bowers. 
That  Cloe  may  be  ferv'd  in  fl:ate. 
The  Hours  mufl:  at  her  toilet  wait  : 
Whilfl:  all  the  reafoning  fools  below 
Wonder  their  watches  go  too  flow. 
Lybs  mufl:  fly  fouth,  and  Eurus  eafl:. 
For  jewels  for  her  hair  and  breafl:. 
No  matter,  though  their  cruel  haflie 
Sink  cities,  and  lay  forefi;s  wafl:e. 
No  matter,  though  this  fleet  be  lofl;  ; 
Or  that  lie  wind-bound  on  the  coafl:. 
What  whifpering  in  my  mother's  ear  ! 
What  care,  that  Juno  fliould  not  hear  I 
What  work  among  you  fcholar  gods  ! 
Phoebus  mufl;  write  him  amorous  odes. 
And  thou,  poor  coufin,  mull  compofe 
His  letters  in  fubmillive  profe  : 


Whilll 
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Wliilft  haughty  Cloe,  to  fuftain 
The  honour  of  my  myilic  reign. 
Shall  all  his  gifts  and  vows  difdain. 
And  laugh  at  your  old  bully's  pain. 

Dear  couz,  faid  Hermes  in  a  fright. 
Tor  Heaven's  fake  !  keep  your  darts  :  good  night. 

ON  BEAUTY, 

A  RIDDLE. 


} 


R 


E  SOLVE  mc,  Cloe,  what  is  this : 
Or  forfeit  me  one  precious  kifs. 
'Tis  the  firft  offspring  of  the  Graces  ; 
Bears  different  forms  in  different  places  ; 
Acknowledg'd  fine,  where'er  beheld  ; 
Yet  fancied  finer,  when  conceal'd. 
'Twas  Flora's  wealth,  and  Circe's  charm  ; 
Pandora's  box  of  good  and  harm  : 
'Twas  Mars's  wi(h,  Endymion's  dream  ; 
Apelles'  draught,  and  Ovid's  theme. 
This  guided  Thefeus  through  the  maze ; 
And  fent  him  home  with  hfe  and  praife  : 
But  this  undid  the  Phr^-gian  boy  ; 
And  blew  the  flames  that  ruin'd  Troy. 
This  (hew'd  great  kindnefs  to  old  Greece, 
And  help'd  rich  Jafon  to  the  fleece. 
This  through  the  Eaft  juft  vengeance  hurl'd, 
And  loft  poor  Anthony  the  world.  ^   ^^^ 
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Injur'd,  though  Lucrece  found  her  doom. 
This  banifli'd  tyranny  from  Rome. 
Appeas'd,  though  Lais  gain'd  her  hire  ; 
This  fet  Perfepohs  on  fire. 
For  this  Alcides  learn 'd  to  fpin : 
Hrs  chib  laid  down,  and  lion's  flcin. 
For  this  Apollo  deign'd  to  keep, 
With  fervile  care,  a  mortal's  fheep. 
For  this  the  father  of  the  Gods, 
Content  to  leave  his  high  abodes, 
In  borrow'd  figures  loofely  ran, 
Europa's  bull,  and  Leda's  fwan  : 
For  this  he  reaflumes  the  nod 
(While  Semele  commands  the  God) ; 
Launches  the  bolt,  and  fiiakes  the  poles  ; 
Though  Momus  laughs,  and  Juno  fcolds. 

Here  liftening  Cloe  fmii'd,  and  faid  ; 
Your  riddle  is  not  hard  to  read  : 
I  guefs  it — Fair-one,  if  you  do, 
Need  I,  alas !  the  theme  purfue  ? 
For  this,  thou  feeft,  for  this  I  leave 
Whatever  the  woi-ld  thinks  wife  or  grave, 
Ambition,  bufinefs,  friendfhip,  news, 
My  ufeful  books,  and  ferious  Mufe. 
For  this,  I  willingly  decline 
The  mirth  of  feafls,  and  joys  of  wine  ; 
And  choofe  to  fit  and  talk  with  thee 
(As  thy  great  orders  may  decree) 
Of  cocks  and  bulls,  and  flutes  and  fiddles, 
Of  idle  tales  and  foolifh  riddlest 
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(QUESTION. 

TO       LISETTA. 

TTTH  AT  Nymph  (hould  I  admire,  or  trufl. 

But  Cloe  beauteous,  Cloe  jufl  ? 
What  Nymph  (hould  I  dcfirc  to  fee. 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
To  whom  fhould  I  compofc  the  lay. 
But  her  who  liftcns  when  I  play  ? 
To  whom  in  fong  repeat  my  cares, 
But  her  who  in  my  forrow  (hares  ? 
For  whom  (hould  I  the  garland  make,  •* 

But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take,  i. 

And  boafls  (he  wears  it  for  my  fake  ?  J 

In  love  am  I  not  fully  bleft  ? 
Lifetta,  pr')-thee  tell  the  reil. 

LISETTA'S      REPLY. 

CURE  Cloe  juft,  and  Cloe  fair, 
Defenes  to  be  your  only  care  : 
But,  when  you  and  (he  to-day 
Far  into  the  wood  did  ftray, 
And  I  happen'd  to  pafs  by  ; 
Which  way  did  you  caft  your  eye  ? 
But,  when  your  cares  to  her  you  fing, 
Yet  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  fpring  j 

Doci 
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Does  it  not  more  afflifl  your  heart, 
That  in  thofe  cares  (he  bears  a  part  ? 
When  you  the  flowers  for  Cloe  twine. 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
The  meanefl  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Simplell  of  fwains  !  the  world  may  fee. 
Whom  Cloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me. 


GARLAND. 

I. 

^  I  ^HE  pride  of  every  grove  I  chofe, 
-*-       The  violet  fweet  and  Hly  fair,  . 
The  dappled  pink,  and  blufning  rofe. 
To  deck  my  charming  Cloe's  hair. 
11. 
At  morn  the  nymph  vouchfaf'd  to  place 

Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath  ; 
The  flowers  lefs  blooming  than  her  face. 
The  fcent  lefs  fragrant  than  her  breath. 
III. 
The  flowers  fhe  wore  along  the  day  : 

And  every  nymph  and.fhepherd  faid, 
That  in  her  hair  they  look'd  more  gay 
Than  fflowinc]:  in  their  native  bed. 

IV. 

Undrefl;  at  evening,  when  Ihe  found 
Their  odours  loft,  their  colours  pafl: ; 

She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 
Her  gai-land  and  her  eye  (he  caft. 


} 


Y.  That 
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V. 

That  eye  dropt  fenfe  diftincl  and  clear. 

As  any  Mufe's  tongue  could  fpeak, 
When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek, 
VI. 
DifTembling  what  I  knew  too  well. 

My  love,  my  life,  fald  I,  explain 
This  change  of  humour  :  pr'j'thee  tell : 

That  falling  tear — what  does  it  mean  ? 
VII. 
She  figh'd  ;  fhe  fmil'd  :  and  to  the  flowers 

Pointing,  the  lovely  Morahll  faid  ; 
See,  friend,  in  fome  few  fleeting  hours, 

See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made. 
VIII. 
Ah  me  !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 

And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one  : 
At  mom  both  fiourifti  bright  and  gay  ; 

Both  fade  at  evening,  pale,  and  gone. 
IX. 
At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  fung  ; 

[The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd  : 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung  ; 
I  faw,  and  kifs'd  her  in  her  (hroud. 
^- 

Such  as  fhe  is,  who  died  to-day  ; 

Such  I,  alas  !  may  be  to-morrow : 
Go,  Damon,  bid  thy  Mufe  difplay 

The  juftice  of  thy  Cloe's  forrow. 

2  THE 
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THE  I.ADY  WHO  OFFERS  HER  LOOKING  -  GLASS  TO 
VENUS. 

TAKEN  FROM   AN   EPIGRAM   OF  PLATO. 


°\ /"ENUS,  take  my  votive  glafs  ; 
Since  I  am  not  what  I  was  ; 


What  from  this  day  I  (hall  be, 

Venus,  let  md  never  fee. 


CLOE        JEALOUS. 

I. 

■pORBE  AR  to  aflc  me,  why  I  weep  ; 
-■■        Vext  Cloe  to  her  fhepherd  faid  ; 
'Tis  for  my  two  poor  ftraggh'ng  fheep. 

Perhaps,  or  for  my  fquirrel  dead. 
II. 
For  mind  I  what  you  late  have  writ  ? 

Your  fubtle  quellions    and  replies  ? 
Emblems,  to  teach  a  female  wit 

The  ways,  where  changing  Cupid  flies  ? 
III. 
Your  riddle  purpos'd  to  rehearfe 

The  general  power  that  beality  has  : 
But  why  did  no  peculiar  verfe 

Defcribe  one  charm  of  Cloe's  face  ? 

IV.  The 
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IV. 
The  glafs,  which  was  at  Venus'  flirine, 

With  fuch  myfterious  forrow  laid  :. 
The  garland  (and  you  call  it  mine) 

Which  (hew'd  how  youth  and  beauty  fade:. 
V. 
Ten  thoufand  trifles  light  as  thefe 

Nor  can  my  rage,  nor  anger,  move  : 
She  fhould  be  humble,  who  would  pleafe  j 

And  fhe  mull  fufFer,  who  can  love.. 
VI. 
When  in  my  glafs  I  chanc'd  to  look  f 

Of  Venus  what  did  I  implore  ? 
That  every  grace,  which  thence  I  took, 

Should  know  to  charm  my  Damon  more. 
VII. 
Reading  thy  verfe  ;  who  heeds,  fald  I, 

If  here  or  there  his  glances  flew  ? 
O,  free  for  ever  be  his  eye, 

Whofe  heart  to  me  is  always  true ! 
VIII. 
My  bloom  indeed,  my  little  flower 

Of  beauty  quickly  loft  its  pride  r-- 
For,  fever'd  from  its  native  bower,. 

It  on  thy  glo\vihg  bofom  dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet  car'd  I  not  what  might  prefage 

Or  withering  wreath,  or  fleeting  youth  J- 
Love  I  efteem'd  more  ftrong  than  Age, 

And  Time  lefs  permanent  than  Truthr 

Vol.  XXXII.  S  X.  Why 
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X. 

Why  then  I  weep,  forbear  to  know  : 

Fall  uncontroll'd,  my  tears,  and  free  ; 
O  Damon  !  tis  the  only  woe, 

I  ever  yet  conceal'd  from  thee. 
XI. 
The  fecret  wound  with  which  I  bleed 

Shall  lie  wrapt  up,  ev'n  in  my  hearfe  ; 
But  on  my  tomb-ftone  thou  fhalt  read 

My  anfwer  to  thy  dubious  verfe, 

ANSWER   TO   CLOE   JEALOUS, 

IN  THE  SAME  STYLE;    THE   AUTHOR  SICK. 

I 

*\7'E  S,  faireft  proof  of  Beauty's  power, 

Dear  idol  of  my  panting  heart, 
Nature  points  this  my  fatal  hour  : 
And  I  have  liv'd ;  and  we  mufl  part. 
II. 
Wliile  now  I  take  my  laft  adieu, 

Heave  thou  no  figh,  nor  fhed  a  tear ; 
Left  yet  my  half-clos'd  eye  may  view 
On  earth  an  objedl  worth  its  carc^ 

in. 

From  Jealoufy's  tormenting  ftrifc 

For  ever  be  thy  bofom  freed : 

That  nothing  may  difturb  thy  life, 

Content  I  haften  to  the  dead. 

IV,  Yet 
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IV. 
Yet  when  fome  better-fated  youth 

Shall  with  his  amorous  parley  move  thee  ; 
Reflect  one  moment  on  his  truth 

Who,  dying  thus,  perQfls  to  love  thee. 


BETTER     ANSWER. 

I. 

T^EAR  Cloe,  how  bhibber'd  is  that  prett}-  facef 
•^^^   Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurl'd : 
Pr'ythee  quit  this  caprice  ;  and  (as  old  Falltafffays) 

Let  us  ev'n  talk  a  little  Hke  folks  of  this  world. 
II. 
How  canll  thou  prefume,  thou  hall  leave  to  deflroy 

The  beauties,  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keeping  ? 
Thofe  looks  were  defign'd  to  infpire  love  and  joy  : 

More  ordinary  eyes  may  ferve  people  for  weeping. 
III. 
To  be  vext  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ. 

Your  judgment  at  once,  and  my  paflion,  you  wrong  : 
Ynn  take  that  for  faft,  which  will  fcarce  kt  found  wit : 

Od's-life  !    mull  one  fwear  to  the  truth  of  a  fon^  ? 

IV. 

\\'Tiat  I  fpeak,  my  fair  Cloe,  and  what  I  write,  flicwa 

The  difference  tliere  is  betwixt  nature  and  art  : 
I  court  others  in  verfe ;  but  I  love  thee  in  profe  : 

And  they  have  my  vrhimfies,  but  thou  haft  my  h^art. 
S   2  V.  The 
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V. 

The  God  of  us  verfe-men  fyou  know,  child)  the  Sun,. 

How  after  his  journeys  he  fets  up  his  reft  : 
If  at  morning  o'er  earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run  ;■ 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Thetis's  breaft. 
VI. 
So  when  I  am  weary'd  with  wandering  all  day. 

To  thee  my  delight  in  the  evening  I  come  : 
No  matter  what  beauties  I  faw  in  my  way  ; 

They  were  but  my  vifits,  but  thou  art  my  home, 
VII. 
Then  finifli,  dear  Cloe,  this  paftoral  war ; 

And  let  us  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree  r 
For  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her^ 

As  he  was  a  poet  fublimer  than  me. 

PALLAS     AND     VENUS- 

AN    EPIGRAM. 

THE  Trojan  Swain  had  judg'd  the  great  difpute. 
And  Beauty's  power  obtain'd  the  golden  fruit ; 
When  Venus,  loofe  in  all  her  naked  charms. 
Met  Jove's  great  daughter  clad  in  fhining  arms. 
The  wanton  goddefs  view'd  the  warlike  maid 
From  head  to  foot,  and  tauntingly  Ihe  faid : 

Yield,  fifter ;  rival,  yield  :   naked,  you  fee, 
I  vanquifh  :   guefs  how  potent  I  fhould  be, 
If  to  the  field  I  came  in  armour  dreft ; 
DreadfiJ,  like  thine,  my  fhield,  and  terrible  my  crefl ! 

The 
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The  warrior  goddefs  with  difdain  reply'd : 
Thy  folly,  child,  is  equal  to  thy  pride  : 
JLft  a  brave  enemy  for  once  advife. 
And  Venus  (if  'tis  poffible)  be  wife. 
Tlhou,  to  be  ftrong,  mull  put  off  every  drefs : 
Thy  only  armour  is  thy  nakednefs  ; 
And  more  than  once  (or  thou  art  much  bely'd) 
By  Mars  himfelf  that  armour  has  been  tr)''d. 


TO    A    YOUNG    GENTLEMAN    IN    LOVE, 
A       TALE. 

T7^  ROM  public  noifc  and  faftious  ftnfe» 
-■-       From  all  the  bufy  ills  of  life. 
Take  me,  my  Celia,  to  thy  breaft  ; 
And  lull  my  wearied  foul  to  reft. 
For  ever,  in  this  humble  cell, 
Let  thee  and  I,  my  fair  one,  dwell ; 
None  enter  elfe,  but  Love — and  he 
Shall  bar  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
To  painted  roofs  and  Ihining  fpires 
(Uneafy  feats  of  high  defires) 
Let  the  unthinking  many  crowd. 
That  dare  be  covetous  and  proud ; 
In  golden  bondage  let  them  wait. 
And  barter  happinefs  for  ftate. 
But  oh  !    my  C^lia,  when  thy  fwain 
Defues  to  fee  a  court  again, 

S  3  ^ray 
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May  Heaven  around  this  deftin'd  laead 
The  choiceft  of  its  curfes  fhed  ! 
To  fumi  up  all  the  rage  of  fate 
In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate, 
May'ft  thou  be  falfe,  and  I  be  great ! 
Thus,  on  his  Ceha's  panting  breaft, 
Fond  Celadon  his  foul  expreft  ; 
While  with  delight  the  lovely  maid 
Receiv'd  the  vows  fhe  thus  repaid  : 

Hope  of  my  age,  joy  of  my  youth, 
Bleft  miracle  of  love  and  truth  ; 
All  that  could  e'er  be  counted  mine, 
My  love  and  life,  long  fince  are  thine  ; 
A  real  joy  I  never  knew. 
Till  I  believ'd  thy  paffion  true  : 
A  real  grief  I  ne'er  can  find, 
Till  thou  prov'fl  perjur'd,  or  unkind. 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  care, 
All  we  abhor,  and  all  we  fear, 
Eleft;  with  thy  prefence,  I  can  bear. 
Throug;h  waters  and  throuo-h  flames  I'll  <j<?, 
Sufferer  and  folace  of  thy  woe  : 
Trace  me  fome  yet  unheard-of  way, 
That  I  thy  ardour  may  repay  ; 
And  make  my  conftant  paffion  known 
By  more  than  woman  yet  has  done. 

Had  I  a  wifh  that  did  not  bear 
The  llamp  and  image  of  my  dear  j 
I'd  pierce  my  heart  through  every  vein, 
And  die,  to  let  it  out  again. 


} 


} 
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TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  IN  LO\'E.  zi^ 

No  :   Venus  fhall  my  w-itnefs  be 
(If  Venus  ever  lov'd  like  me), 
That  for  one  hour  I  would  not  quit 
My  fhepherd's  arms,  and  this  retreat. 
To  be  the  Perfian  Monarch's  bride. 
Partner  of  all  his  power  and  pride  ; 
Or  rule  in  regal  ftate  above. 
Mother  of  Gods,  and  wife  of  Jove. 

««  O  happy  thefe  of  human  race  !'* 
But  foon,  alas  !   our  pleafures  pafs. 
He  thank'd  her  on  his  bended  knee  ; 
Then  drank  a  quart  of  milk  and  tea  ; 
And,  leaving  her  ador'd  embrace, 
Haften'd  to  court,  to  beg  a  place. 
While  {he,  his  abfence  to  bemoan, 
The  very  moment  he  was  gone, 
Call'd  Thyrfis  from  beneath  the  bed  ! 
Where  all  this  time  he  had  been  hid. 


MORAL. 

WHILE  men  have  thefe  ambitious  fancies  ; 
And  wanton  wenches  read  romances  ; 
Our  fex  will— ^Vhat  ?  Out  with  it.     Lye  ; 
And  theirs  in  equal  ftrains  reply. 
The  moral  of  the  tale  I  fing 
(A  pofy  for  a  wedding  ring) 
In  this  fhort  verfe  will  be  confin'd  : 
Love  is  a  jeft,  and  vows  are  wind. 

S  4  AS 
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ENGLISH    PADLOCK. 

I  S  S  Danae,  when  fair  and  young, 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  fung) 
Could  not  be  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doors  of  fteel,  and  walls  of  brafs. 
The  reafon  of  the  thing  is  clear. 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver. 
Cupid  was  v^'ith  h''m  of  the  party  ; 
And  fliew'd  himfelf  fincere  and  hearty-; 
For,  give  that  whipfter  but  his  errand, 
He  takes  my  lord  chief  juflice'  warrant ; 
Dauntlefs  as  death  away  he  walks  ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  fnaps  the  locks ; 
Searches  the  pailoirr,  chamber,  ftudy  j 
Nor  flops  till  he  has  culprit's  body. 

Since  this  has  been  authentic  truth, 
By  age  deliver'd  down  to  youth  ; 
Tell  us,  miftaken  hufband,  tell  us, 
Why  fo  myfterious,  why  fo  jealous  ? 
Pjocs  the  reftraint,  the  bolt,  the  bar, 
IMake  us  led  curious,  her  lefs  fair  ? 
The  fpy,  which  does  this  treafure  keep, 
Does  (he  ne'er  fay  her  prayers,  nor  fleep.  ? 
Does  fhe  to  no  excefs  incline  ? 
Does  fhe  fly  mufic,  mirth,  and  wine  ? 
•Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power 
To^urchafe  one  unguarded  hour  i 


Your 
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Your  care  does  further  yet  extend : 
That  fpy  is  guarded  by  your  friend. — 
Bet  has  this  friend  nor  eye  nor  heart  i 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart, 
Which,  foon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  zeal. 
Give  the  fair  prifoner  caufe  to  fee, 
How  much  he  wifhes  fhe  were  free  ? 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  friendfhip  too  fevrrc, 
Which  chain  him  to  a  hated  truft  ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  jufl? 
And  may  not  fhe,  this  darling  (he, 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flefh  and  blood, 
Eafy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee. 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good  ? 

Sir,  will  your  queftions  never  end  ? 
1  truft  to  neither  fpy  nor  friend. 
In  fhort,  I  keep  her  from  the  fight 
Of  even,-  human  face. — She'll  write. 
From  pen  and  paper  fhe's  debarr'd. — 
Has  (he  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 
She'll  prick  her  mind. — She  will,  you  fay  : 
But  how  fhall  fhe  that  mind  convey  ? 
Iikeep  her  in  one  room  :   I  lock  it : 
The  key  (look  here)  is  in  this  pocket. 
The  key-hole,  is  that  left  ?    Moft  certain. 
She'll  thruft  her  letter  through — Sir  Martin. 

Dear  angry  friend,  what  mufl  be  done  ? 
Is  there  no  way  f^There  is  but  one. 

Send 
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Send  her  abroad  :   and  let  her  fee, 

That  all  this  mingled  mafs,  which  ihe. 

Being  forbidden,  longs  to  know. 

Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  fhow, 

Powder,  and  pocket-glafs,  and  beau  ; 

A  ftaple  of  romance  and  hes, 

Falfe  tears  and  real  perjuries  : 

Where  fighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  fold,. 

And  love  is  made  but  to  be  told  : 

Where  the  fat  bawd  and  lavidi  heir 

The  fpoils  of  ruin'd  beauty  fhare  ;  ^ 

And  youth,  feduc'd  from  friends  and  fame. 

Mull  give  up  age  to  want  and  fhame. 

Let  her  behold  the  frantic  fcene. 

The  women  wretched,  falfe  the  men  : 

And  when,  thefe  certain  ills  to  fliun, 

She  would  to  thy  embraces  run  ; 

Receive  her  with  extended  arms. 

Seem  more  delighted  with  her  channs  ; 

Wait  on  her  to  the  park  and  play. 

Put  on  good-humour  ;   make  her  gay ; 

Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind  ; 

Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind  ; 

Let  all  her  ways  be  unconfin'd  ; 

And  clap  your  padlock — on  her  mind. 


} 


} 
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HANS        CARVEL, 

TTANS  CARVEL,   Impotent  and  old, 
-■-  ■*■   Married  a  lafs  of  London  mould  : 
Handfome  ?  enough  ;  extremely  gay  : 
Lov'd  mufic,  company,  and  play  : 
High  flights  (he  had,  and  wit  at  will ; 
And  fo  her  tongue  lay  feldom  Hill : 
For  in  all  vifits  who  but  fae, 
To  argue,  or  to  repartee  ? 

She  made  it  plain,  that  human  paflion 
Was  order'd  by  predeftination  ; 
That,  if  weak  women  went  aftray. 
Their  flars  were  more  in  fault  than  they : 
Whole  tragedies  fhe  had  by  heart ; 
Enter'd  into  Roxana's  part  : 
To  triumph  in  her  rival's  blood. 
The  aftion  certainly  was  good. 
How  like  a  vine  young  Ammon  curl'd  ! 
Oh  that  dear  conqueror  of  the  world  ! 
She  pitied  Betterton  in  age, 
That  ridicul'd  the  god-hke  rage. 

She,  firll  of  all  the  town,  was  told, 
VvTiere  neweft  India  things  were  fold  : 
So  in  a  morning,  without  bodice, 
Slipt  fometimes  out  to  Mrs.  Thody's  ; 
To  cheapen  tea,  to  buy  a  fcreen  : 
ViiTiat  elfe  could  fo  much  virtue  mean  ? 


For, 
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For,  to  prevent  the  leaft  reproach, 
Betty  went  with  her  in  the  coach. 

But,  when  no  very  great  affair 
Excited  her  pecuh'ar  care, 
She  without  fail  was  wak'd  at  ten  ; 
Drank  chocolate,  then  flept  again  : 
At  twelve  fhe  rofe  j  with  much  ado 
Her  clothes  were  huddled  on  by  two  ; 
Then,  does  my  Lady  dine  at  home  ? 
Yes,  fure  ! — But  is  the  Colonel  come  ? 
Next,  how  to  fpend  the  afternoon, 
And  not  come  home  again  too  foon  ; 
The  Change,  tlie  City,  or  the  Play, 
As  each  was  proper  for  the  day ; 
A  turn  in  fummer  to  Hyde-Park, 
When  it  grew  tolerably  dark. 

Wife's  pleafure  caufes  hufband's  pain  : 
Strange  fancies  come  in  Hans's  brain  : 
He  thought  of  what  he  did  not  name  ; 
And  would  reform,  but  duril  not  blame. 
At  firft  he  therefore  preach'd  his  wife 
The  comforts  of  a  pious  life  : 
Told  her,  how  tranfient  beauty  was ; 
That  all  muft  die,  and  flefh  was  grafs  : 
He  bought  her  fermons,  pfalms,  and  graces  ; 
And  doubled  dov/n  the  ufeful  places. 
But  ftill  the  weight  of  worldly  care 
Allow'd  her  little  time  for  prayer  : 
And  Cleopatra  was  read  o'er  ; 
While  Scot,  and  Wake,  and  t^^^nty  more, 

That 
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That  teach  one  to  deny  one's-fclf, 
Stood  unmolefted  on  the  fhelf. 
An  untouch'd  bible  grac'd  her  toilet : 
No  fear  that  thumb  of  hers  fhould  fpoil  it. 
In  fhort,  the  trade  was  ftill  the  fame  : 
The  Dame  went  out :   the  Colonel  came. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  poor  Carvel  cry'd  : 
Another  battery  mull  be  tr}''d  ; 
What  if  to  fpells  I  had  rccourfe  ? 
'Tis  but  to  hinder  fomething  worfe. 
The  end  mud  juftify  the  means ; 

He  only  fins  who  ill  intends  : 

Since  therefore  'tis  to  combat  evil  ; 
'Tis  lawful  to  employ  the  Devil. 
Forthwith  the  Devil  did  appear 

(For  name  him,  and  he's  always  near)  ;.■ 

Not  in  the  fhape  in  which  he  plies 

At  Mifs's  elbow  when  fhe  Kcs  ; 

Or  {lands  before  the  nurfery-doors, 

To  take  the  naughty  boy  that  roars ; 

But,  without  fawcer-eye  or  claw. 

Like  a  grave  Barrifter  at  Law. 
Hans  Carvel,  lay  afide  your  grief. 

The  Devil  fays ;   I  bring  relief. 

Relief !   fays  Hans :   pray,  let  me  crave 

Your  name.  Sir — Satan — Sir,  your  Have  ; 

I  did  not  look  upon  your  feet : 

You'll  pardon  me  : — Ay,  now  I  fee't : 

And  pray.  Sir,  when  came  you  from  hell  ? 

Our  friends  there,  did  you  leave  them  well  ? 

AH 
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All  well ;  but  pr'ythee,  honeft  Hans, 

(Says  Satan)  leave  your  complaifance  : 

The  truth  is  this :    I  cannot  ftay 

Flaring  in  fun-fhine  all  the  day : 

For,  entre  nous,  we  hellifh  fprites 

LiOve  more  the  frefco  of  the  nights  ; 

And  oftener  our  receipts  convey 

In  dreams,  than  any  other  way. 

I  tell  you  therefore  as  a  friend, 

Ere  morning  dawns,  your  fears  fhall  end : 

Go  then  this  evening,  mailer  Carvel, 

Lay  down  your  fowls,  and  broach  your  barrel  j 

L.et  friends  and  wine  diffolve  your  care  j 

Whilft  I  the  gi-eat  receipt  prepare  : . 

To-night  I'll  bring  it,  by  my  faith  ! 

Believe  for  once  what  Satan  faith. 

Away  went  Hans  :  glad  ?  not  a  little  j 
Obcy'd  the  Devil  to  a  tittle  ; 
Invited  friends  fome  half  a  dozen. 
The  Colonel  and  my  Lady's  coufin. 
The  meat  was  ferv'd ;   the  bowls  were  crown M  ;. 
Catches  were  fung  ;  and  healths  went  round  ; 
Barbadoes  waters  for  the  clofe  ; 
Till  Hans  had  fairly  got  his  dofe  : 
The  Colonel  toalled  "  to  the  beft  :" 
The  Dame  mov'd  off,  to  be  undreft  : 
The  chimes  went  twelve  :   the  giiefts  withdrevr  : 
But  when,  or  how,  Hans  hardly  knew. 
Some  modern  anecdotes  aver, 
He  nodded  in  his  elbow  chair ; 

3  From 
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Trom  thence  was  carried  off  to  bed : 
John  held  his  heels,  and  Nan  his  head. 
My  Lady  was  diflurb'd  :    new  forrow  f 
Which  Hans  muft  anfwcr  for  to-morrow. 

In  bed  then  view  this  happy  pair ; 
And  think  how  Hymen  triumph'd  there. 
Hans  fail  alleep  as  foon  as  laid ; 
The  duty  of  the  night  unpaid : 
The  wakinjr  Dame,  with  thoughts  opprell. 
That  made  her  hate  both  him  and  reft  ;        ' 
By  fuch  a  hufband,  fuch  a  wife  ! 
' Twas  Acme's  and  Scptimius'  life  : 
The  Lady  figh'd  :  the  Lover  fnor'd  : 
Tlic  piinc\ual  Devil  kept  his  word ; 
Appcar'd  to  honeft  Hans  again  ; 
But  not  at  all  by  Madam  feen  ; 
And  giving  him  a  magic  ring. 
Fit  for  the  finger  of  a  king  ; 
Dear  Hans,  faid  he,  this  jewel  take. 
And  wear  it  long  for  Satan's  fake  : 
'Twill  do  your  bufincfs  to  a  hair  : 
For,  long  as  you  this  ring  fliall  wear. 
As  fure  as  I  look  over  Lincoln, 
That  ne'er  fhall  happen  which  you  think  on. 

Hans  took  the  ring  with  joy  extrenie 
(All  this  was  only  in  a  dream)  ; 
And,  thrufting  h  heyond  his  joint, 
'Tis  done,  he  cry'd  :    I've  gain'd  my  point.— 
What  point,  faid  fhe,  you  ugly  bcaft  ? 
You  neither  give  toe  joy  nor  reft  ; 

'Tfs 
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'TIs  done. — What's  done,  you  drunken  bear  ? 
You^ve  thruft  your  finger  God  knows  where«- 
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T7^  IRE,    water,  woman,  are  man's  ruin  ; 

-*■      Says  wife  ProfefTor  Vander  Briiin. 

By  flames  a  houfe  I  hir'd  was  loft 

Laft  year :   and  I  muft  pay  the  coft. 

This  fpring  the  rains  o'erflow'd  my  ground  :. 

And  my  beft  Flanders  mare  was  drown'd^ 

A  flave  I  am  to  Clara's  eyes  : 

The  gipfy  knows  her  power,  and  flies.. 

Fire,  water,  woman,  are  my  ruin  : 

And  great  thy  wifdom,  Vander  Bruin^. 

PAULO  PURGANTI  and  his  WIFE;, 

AN    HONEST,    BUT    A    SIMPLE    PAIR. 

*'  Eft  enim  quiddam,  idque  intelligitur  in  omnI  virtute, 
**  quod  .deceat :  quod  cogitatione  magis  a  viitute  pa- 
**  teft  quam  re  feparari."  Cic.  de  Off.  1.  i. 

T>  E  Y  O  N  D  the  fix'd  and  fettled  rules 
■*^  Of  vice  and  virtue  in  the  fchools. 
Beyond  the  letter  of  the  law, 
Which  keeps  our  men  and  paaids  in  awe. 

The 
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The  better  fort  Hiould  fet  before  'cm 
A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorum  ; 
Something,  that  gives  their  afts  a  h'ght  ; 
Makes  them  not  only  juft,  but  bright  ; 
And  fets  them  in  that  open  fame, 
Which  witty  mahce  cannot  blame. 

For  'tis  in  life,  as  'tis  in  painting  : 
Much  may  be  right,  yet  much  be  wanting ; 
From  lines  drawn  true,  our  eye  may  trace 
A  foot,  a  knee,  a  hand,  a  face  ; 
May  juftly  own  the  pitlure  wrought 
£xa6^  to  rule,  exempt  from  fault : 
,  Yet,  if  the  colouring  be  not  there. 
The  Titian  ftroke,  the  Guido  air  ; 
To  niceft  judgment  fliow  the  piece, 
At  bell  'twill  only  not  difplcafe  : 
It  would  not  gain  on  Jerfey's  eye  ; 
Bradford  would  frown,  and  fet  it  by. . 

Thus  in  the  pi6iure  of  our  mind 
The  action  may  be  well  defign'd ;. 
Guided  by  law,  and  bound  by  duty  ; 
Yet  want  this  je  ne  feat  quoi  of  beauty : . 
And  though  its  eiror  may  be  fuch. 

As  Knags  and  Burgefs  cannot  liit ; 
It  yet  may  feel  the  nicer  touch 

Of  Wicherlcy's  or  Congreve's  wit. 

^\^lat  is  this  talk  ?  replies  a  friend, 
And  where  will  this  dry  moral  end  ? 
The  truth  of  what  you  here  lay  down 
By  fome  example  fhould  be  fhown. — 
With  all  my  heart — for  once  ;  read  on. 

Vol.  XXXII.  T  An 
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An  honeft,  but  a  fimple  pair 
(And  twenty  otiher  I  forbear) 
May  ferve  to  make  this  tbefis  clear. 

A  do(Elor  of  great  flcill  and  fame, 
Paulo  Purganti  was  his  name, 
Had  a  good,  comely,  virtuous  wife  ; 
No  woman  led  a  better  life  : 
She  to  intriofues  was  ev'n  hard-hearted: 
She  chuckled  when  a  bawd  was  carted  ; 
And  thought  the  nation  ne'er  would  thrivCj 
Till  all  tlie  whores  wa-e  burnt  alive. 

On  married  men,  that  dar'd  be  bad, 
She  thought  no  mercy  fliould  be  had  ; 
They  fhould  be  hang'd,  or  ftarv'd,  or  flcad. 
Or  ferv'd  like  Romifh  priefts  in  S\\'tde. — 
In  fhort,  all  lewdnefs  fhe  defied  : 
And  ftiff  was  her  parochial  pride. 

Yet,  in  an  honeft  way,  the  dame 
Was  a  great  lover  of  that  fame  ; 
And  could  from  Scripture  take  her  cue. 
That  hufbands  fhould  give  wives  their  due^ 

Htr  prudence  did  fo  juftly  fteer 
^Between  the  gay  and  the  fevere, 
That  if  in  fome  regards  'fiie  chofe 
To  curb  poor  Paulo  in  too  clofe  ; 
In  others  fhe  relax'd  again. 
And  govern 'd  with  a  loofer  rein. 

Thus  though  fhe  flri<5tiy  did  confine 
The  Doctor  from  excefs  of  wine  : 
"With  oyfters,  eggs,  and  vermicelli, 
iShe  let  him  almoft  burli  his  belly  : 
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Thus  drying  coffee  was  denied  ; 
But  chocolate  that  lofs  fupplied  : 
And  for  tobacco  (who  could  bear  it  ?) 
Filthy  concomitnnt  of  claret : 
(Bleft  revolution  !)  one  might  fee 
Eringo  roots,  and  Bohea  tea. 

She  often  fct  the  Doctor's  band. 
And  ftrok'd  his  beard,  and  fqueez'd  liis  hand  : 
Kindly  complain'd,  that  after  noon 
He  went  to  pore  on  books  loo  fpon ; 
'She  held  it  wholefomer  by  much, 
To  reft  a  little  on  the  couch  : 
About  his  waift  in  bed  a-nights 
She  clung  fo  clofe — for  fear  of  fprftcs. 

The  Doftor  underftood  the  call  ; 
But  had  not  always  wherewithal. 

The  lion's  fkin  too  fhort,  you  know, 
(  As  Plutarch's  Mcxials  finely  fhow) 
Was  lengthen'd  by  the  fox's  tail : 
And  art  fuppHes,  where  ftre^igth  may  fuil. 

Unwilling  then  in  anns  to  rae€t 
The  enemy  he  could  not  beat ; 
He  ftrove  to  lengthen  the  campaign. 
And  fave  his  forces  by  chicane. 
Fabius,  the  Roman  chief,  who  thus 
By  fair  retreat  grew  Maximus, 
Shews  us,  that  all  that  warrior  can  do, 
With  force  inferior,  is  cuntlandc. 

One  day  then,  as  the  foe  drew  near, 
With  love,  and  joy,  and  life,  and  dear  ; 

T  2  Our 
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Our  Don,  who  knew  this  tittle-tattle 

Did,  fure  as  trumpet,  call  to  battle, 

Thought  it  extremely  a  propos^ 

To  ward  againft  the  coming  How  : 

To  vizard  :  but  how  ?  Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ; 

Fierce  the  aiTault,  unarm'd  the  baftion. 

The  Doftor  feign'd  a  ftrange  furprife  ; 
He  felt  her  pulfe  ;  he  view'd  her  eyes  : 
That  beat  too  faft,  thefe  roll'd  too  quick  ; 
She  was,  he  faid,  or  would  be  fick  ; 
He  judg'd  it  abfolutely  good, 
That  {he  fhould  purge,  and  cleanfe  her  blood. 
Spa  waters  for  that  end  were  got : 
If  they  pall  eafily  or  not, 
What  matters  it  ?  the  lady's  fever 
Continued  violent  as  ever. 

For  a  diftemper  of  this  kind 
( Blackmore  and  Hans  are  of  my  mind), 
If  once  it  youthful  blood  infefts, 
And  chiefly  of  the  female  fex, 
Is  fcarce  removM  by  pill  or  potion  ; 
Whate'er  might  be  our  Doftor's  notion. 

One  lucklefs  night  then,  as  in  bed 
The  Doftor  and  the  Dame  were  laid ; 
Again  this  cruel  fever  came, 
High  pulfe,  rtiort  breath,  and  blood  in  flame. 
What  meafures  fliall  poor  Paulo  keep 

With  Madam  in  this  piteous  taking  ? 
She,  like  Macbeth,  has  murder'd  fleep, 

And  won't  allow  him  reft,  though  waking. 

Sad 
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Sad  ftate  of  matters  !  when  we  dare 
Nor  alk  for  peace,  nor  offer  war  ; 
Nor  Livy  nor  Comines  have  fiiown 
\VTiat  in  this  juncture  may  be  done. 
Crotius  might  own,  that  Paulo's  cafe  is 
Harder  than  any  which  he  places 


} 


Amongft  his  Belli  and  his  Pacis. 

He  ftrove,  alas  !  but  drove  in  vain, 
By  dint  of  logick  to  maintain 
That  all  the  fex  was  bom  to  grieve, 
Down  to  her  Ladyfhip  from  Eve. 
He  rang'd  his  tropes,  and  preach'd  up  patience, 
Back'd  his  opinion  with  quotations. 
Divines  and  Moralifts ;  and  run  ye  on 
Quite  through  from  Seneca  to  Bunyan. 

As  much  in  vain  he  bid  her  try 

I'o  fold  her  arms,  to  clofe  her  eye ; 

felling  her,  rell  would  do  her  good, 

■  f  any  thing  in  nature  could  : 

^■o  held  the  Greeks  quite  down  from  Galen, 

Mailers  and  princes  of  the  calling  : 

So  all  our  modern  friends  maintain 

(Though  no  great  Greeks)  in  Warwick-lane. 
Reduce,  my  Mufe,  the  wandering  fong  : 

.\  tale  fliould  never  be  too  long. 

The  more  he  talk'd,  the  more  (he  burn'd. 

And  figh'd,  and  toft,  and  groan'd,  and  turn'd : 

At  laft,  I  wilh,  faid  flie,  my  dear — 

(And  whifper'd  fomething  in  his  ear) 

T  3  You 
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You  vvifh  !  wifh  on,  the  Doftor  cries  : 
Lord  !  when  will  womankind  be  wife  ? 
What,  in  your  waters  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
Why  poifon  is  not  half  fo  bad. 
I'll  do  it — but  I  give  you  warning  : 
You'll  die  before  to-morrow  morning.— ' 
'Tis  kind,  my  dear,  what  you  advife  ; 
The  lady  with  a  figh  replies  ! 
But  life,  you  know,  at  beft  is  pain  ; 
And  death  is  what  we  fhoiild  difdain. 
So  do  it  therefore,  and  adieu  : 
For  I  will  die  for  love  of  you. — 
Let  wanton  wives  by  death  be  fcar'd : 
But,  to  my  comfort,  I'm  prepared. 


THE         LADLE. 

npHE  fceptics  think,  'twas  long  ago, 
■^    Since  gods  came  down  incognito. 
To  fee  who  were  their  friends  or  foes, 
And  hovi'^  our  attions  fell  or  rofe  : 
That  fmce  they  gave  things  their  beginning, 
And  fet  this  whirligig  a-fpinning. 
Supine  they  in  their  heaven  remain. 
Exempt  from  paflion  and  from  pain : 
And  frankly  leave  us  hnman  elves. 
To  cut  and  IhufHe  for  ourf elves; 
To  ftand  or  walk,  to  rife  or  tumble, 
As  matter  and  as  motion  jumble. 

The 
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The  Poets  now  and  Painters  hold 
This  thefis  both  abfurd  and  bold  : 
And  your  good-natur'd  gods,  they  fay, 
Dcfcend  fome  twice  or  thrice  a-day  : 
Elfc  all  thefe  things  we  toil  fo  hard  in 
Would  not  avail  one  fingle  farthing  : 
For,  when  the  hero  we  rehearfe, 
To  grace  his  atlions  and  oar  verfi-  ; 
'Tis  not  by  dint  of  human  though*, 
That  to  his  Latium  he  is  brought  ; 
Iris  defcends  by  Fate's  commands, 
To  guide  his  fteps  through  foreign  lands : 
And  Amphitrite  clears  the  way 
From  rocks  and  quickfands  in  the  fea. 

And  if  you  fee  him  in  a  {ketch 
(Though  drawn  by  Paulo  or  Carache), 
He  fhews  not  half  his  force  and  ftrength, 
Strutting  in  annour,  and  at  length  : 
That  he  may  make  his  proper  ligtire. 
The  piece  muft  yet  be  four  yards  bigger: 
The  nymphs  conduA  him  to  the  tield  ; 
One  holds  his  iVord,  and  one  his  fhield  ; 
Mars,  {landing  by,  aiTerts  his  quaixel ; 
And  Fame  flies  after  with  a  laurel. 

Thefe  points,  I  fay,  of  fpecu^ation 
(As  'twere  to  fave  or  fink  the  nation) 
Men  idly -learned  will  difpute, 
AlTert,  objeft,  confirm,  refute  : 
Each  mighty  angry,  mighty  right. 
With  equal  arms  fuftains  the  fight } 

T  4  TiU 
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Till  now  no  umpire  can  agree  'em  : 
So  both  draw  off,  and  ling  Te  Deum. 

Is  it  in  equilibrio, 
If  deities  defcend  or  no  ? 
Then  let  th'  affirmative  prevail. 
As  requifite  to  form  my  tale  : 
For  by  all  parties  'tis  confeft, 
That  thofe  opinions  are  the  beft, 
Which  in  their  nature  moft  conduce 
To  prefent  ends,  and  private  ufe. 

Two  gods  came  therefore  from  above. 
One  Mercury,  the  other  Jove  : 
The  humour  was  (it  feems)  to  know 
If  all  the  favours  .they  beftow 
Could  from  our  own  perverfenefs  eafe  us ; 
And  if  our  wifli  enjoy'd  would  pleafe  us. 
Difcourfing  largely  on  this  theme. 
O'er  hills  and  dales  their  godrtiips  came  ; 
Till,  well  nigh  tir'd  at  almoft  night, 
They  thought  it  proper  to  alight. 

Note  here,  that  it  as  true  as  odd  is, 
That  in  difguife  a  god  or  goddefs 
Exerts  no  fupernatural  powers  ; 
But  a<Sls  on  maxims  much  like  ours. 
They  fpied  at  laft  a  countr)"-  farm, 
Where  all  was  fnrg,  and  clean,  and  v/arm:; 
For  woods  before,  and  hills  behind, 
Secur'd  it  both  from  rain  and  wind  : 
i.arge  oxen  in  the  field  were  lowing : 
Good  grain  was  fow'd  :  good  fruit  was Rowing.: 

OF 
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or  lad-year's  corn  in  barns  great  ftore : 

Fat  turkeys  gobbling  at  the  door  : 

And  wealth  (in  (hort)  with  peace  confented 

That  people  here  (hould  live  contented  : 

But  did  they  in  effedt  do  fo  ? 

Have  patience,  friend,  and  thou  fhalt  know. 

The  honeft  farmer  and  his  wife, 
To  years  dcclin'd  from  prime  of  life. 
Had  ftruggled  with  the  marriage  noofe ; 
As  almoft  every  couple  does  : 
Sometimes,  my  plague  !   fometimes,  my  darling  J 
Kifling  to-day,  to-morrow  fnarling  ; 
Jointly  fubmitting  to  endure 
That  evil,  which  admits  no  cure. 
Our  gods  the  outward  gate  unbarr'd  : 
Our  farmer  met  them  in  the  yard  ; 
Thought  they  were  folks  that  loft  their  way  ; 
And  afl<'d  them  civilly  to  ftay  : 
Told  thern,  for  fupper,  or  for  bed. 
They  might  go  on,  and  be  worfe  fped.— 

So  faid,  fo  done  ;  the  gods  confent : 
All  three  into  the  parlour  went  : 
They  compliment  ;  they  fit ;  they  chat  ; 
Fight  o'er  the  wars  ;  reform  the  ftate  : 
A  thoufand  knotty  points  they  clear. 
Till  fupper  and  my  wife  appear. 

Jove  made  his  leg,  and  kifs'd  the  dame  ; 
Obfequious  Hermes  did  the  fame. 
Jove  kifs'd  the  farmer's  wife,  you  fay  ! 
He  did — but  in  an  honell  way  : 

Oh! 


ziz-  P  R  I  O  R  ♦  S    P  O  E  IVr  S: 

Oh  !  not  with  half  that  warmth  and  life. 
With  which  he  kifs'd  Amphitryon's  wife. — 

Well  then,  things  handfomely  were  ferv'd  ^ 
My  miftrefs  for  the  Arrangers  carv'd. 
How  ftrong  the  beer,  how  good  the  meat. 
How  loud  they  laugh'd,.  how  much  they  eat^ 
In  epic  fumptuous  would  appear  : 
Yet  Ihall  be  pafs'd  in  filence  here  :. 
For  I  fhould  grieve  to  have  it  faid. 
That,  by  a  fine  defcription  led, 
I  made  my  epifode  too  long. 
Or  tir'd  my  friend,  to  grace  my  fong. 

The  grace-cup  ferv'd,.  the  cloth  away, 
Jove  thought  it  time  to  Ihcw  his  play  i. 
Landlord  and  landlady,  he  cried. 
Folly  and  jelling  laid  afide, 
That  ye  thus  hofpitably  live, 
And  ftrangcrs  witli  good  cheer  receive,. 
Is  mighty  grateful  to  your  betters. 
And  makes  e'en  gods  theinfelves  youc  debtors*. 
To  give  this  thefis  plainer  proo£y 
You  have  to-night  beneath  )'our  roe£ 
A  pair  of  gods  (nay  never  wonder) : 
This  youth  can  fly,  and  I  can  thunder.. 
I'm  Jupiter,  and  he  Mercurius, 
My  page,  my  fon  indeed,  but  fpurious. 
Form  then  three  wiflies,.  you  and  Madam  ;. 
And  fure  as  you  already  had  'em. 
The  things  defir'd,  in  half  an  hour. 
Shall  all  be  here,  and  in  your  power. 

Thank 
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Thank  you,  great  gods,  the  woman  fays  i 
Oh  !  may  your  altars  ever  blaze  ! 
A  Ladle  for  our  filver-diih 
Is  what  I  want,  is  what  I  wi/h.-— 
A  Ladle  !  cries  the  man,  a  LadJe ! 
Od/ooks,  Corifca,  you  hate  pray'd  ill ; 
What  (hould  be  great,  yea  turn  to  farce  j 
I  wiih  the  Ladle  in  your  a — . 

With  equal  grief  and  ffaame,  my  Mufe 
The  fequel  of  the  tale  purfues  ; 
The  Ladle  fell  into  the  room. 
And  ftuck  in  old  Corifca's  bum. 
Our  couple  weep  two  wishes  pad, 
\nd  kindly  join  to  form  the  laft  ; 
To  eafe  the  woman's  aukward  pain. 
And  get  the  Ladle  out  again. 

MORAL. 

np  HIS  commoner  has  worth  and  parts. 
Is  prais'd  for  arms,  or  lov'd  for  arts  : 
Hie  head  aches  for  a  coronet : 
And  who  is  bkfs'd  that  is  not  great  ? 

Some  fenfe,  and  more  eftate,  kind  Heaven 
To  this  well-lotted  peer  has  given  : 
^Vhat  then  ?  He  muft  have  rule  and  fway  : 
And  all  is  wrongs  till  he's  in  play. 

The  Mifer  mull  make  up  his  plumb, 

And  dares  not  touch  the  hoarded  fum  ; 

The  fickly  dotard  wants  a  wife. 

To  draw  off  his  laft  dregs  of  life. 

Againfl 


t84  P  R  I  O  R  '  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

Againft  our  peace  we  arm  our  will : 
Amidft  our  plenty,  fomething  ftill 
For  horfes,  houfes,  piftures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him,  is  wanting. 
The  cruel  fomething  unpoffefs'd 
Corrodes,  and  leavens  all  the  reft. 
That  fomething,  if  we  could  obtain, 
Would  foon  create  a  future  pain  : 
And  to  the  coffin,  from  the  cradle, 
'Tis  all  a  Wifh,  and  all  a  Ladle. 


written  at  paris,   1 70o,   in  the  beginning  op 
robe's  geography. 


Y^  F  all  that  William  rules,  or  Robe 
^^  Defcribes,  great  Rhea,  of  thy  globe  ;  i 

When  or  on  poft-horfe,  or  in  chaife, 


With  much  expence,  and  little  eafe. 
My  deftin'd  miles  I  {hall  have  gone. 
By  Thames  or  Maefe,  by  Po  or  Rhone, 
And  found  no  foot  of  earth  my  own  ; 
Great  Mother,  let  me  once  be  able 
To  have  a  garden,  houfe,  and  liable  ; 
That  I  may  read,  and  ride,  and  plant, 
Superior  to  defire  or  want ; 
And  as  health  fails,  and  years  increafe. 
Sit  down,  and  think,  and  die,  in  peace* 
Oblige  thy  favourite  undertakers 
To  throw  me  in  but  twenty  acres : 


} 
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This  number  furc  they  may  allow  ; 
For  pafture  ten,  and  ten  for  plow : 
'Tis  all  that  I  coiJd  wlfh  or  hope. 
For  me  and  John,  and  Nell  and  Crop^ 

Then,  as  thou  wilt,  difpofe  the  rell 
(And  let  not  Fortune  fpoil  the  jefl) 
To  thofe  who,  at  tht  market-rate, 
Can  barter  honour  for  ellatc. 

Now,  if  thou  grant'ft  me  my  requcfl. 
To  make  thy  votary  truly  bled, 
l^et  curd  revenge  and  faucy  pride 
To  fome  bleak  rock  far  off  be  tied  ; 
Nor  e'er  approach  my  rural  feat, 
To  tempt  me  to  be  bafe  and  greats 

And,  Goddefs,  this  kind  office  done,, 
Charge  Venus  to  command  her  fon 
(Where -ever  elfe  (he  lets  him  rove) 
To  ffiun  my  houfe,  and  field,  and  grove  ; 
Peace  cannot  dwell  with  Hate  or  Love. 

Hear,  gracious  Rhea,  what  I  fay  : 
And  thy  petitioner  {hall  pray. 


I 


V/RITTEN     IN    THE     BEGINNING     OF     MEZERAY's 
HISTORY    OF    FRANCE. 

I. 

"XXTHATE'ER  thy  countr)'men  have  done. 
By  law  and  wit,  by  fword  and  gun, 
In  thee  is  faithfully  recited  : 
And  all  the  living  world,  that  view 
Thy  work,  give  thee  the  praifes  due, 
At  once  inftrufted  and  deh'ghted. 

II.  Yet 
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II. 

Yet  for  the  fame  of  all  thefe  deeds 
What  beggar  in  the  Invalids, 

With  lamenefs  broke,  with  blindnefs  fmittcn, 
Wifh'd  ever  decently  to  die. 
To  have  been  either  Mezeray* 

Or  any  monarch  he  has  written  ? 
III. 
It's  ftrange,  dear  author,  yet  it  true  is. 
That,  down  from  Pharamond  to  Louis, 

All  covet  life,  yet  call  ft  pain  ; 
AW  feel  the  ill,  yet  fhun  the  cure  : 
'Can  fenfe  this  paradox  endure  ? 

Refolve  me,  Cambray  or  FontainCi 
IV. 
The  man,  in  graver  tragick  known 
(Though  his  beft  part  long  fince  was  done). 

Still  on  the  ftage  defires  to  tarry : 
And  he,  who  play'd  the  Harlequin, 
After  the  jeft  ftill  loads  the  fcene, 

Unwilling  to  retire,  though  weary. 


WRITTEN    IN    THE    NOUVEAUX    INTERETS    DES 
PRINCES    DE    l'euROPE. 

"D  LEST  be  the  princes,  Who  have  fought 
•*^  For  pompous  names,  or  wide  dominion  ; 
Since  by  their  error  we  are  taught 
That  happinefs  is  but  opinion  ! 

2  ADRIANI 
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ADRIANI  MORIEXTIS  AD  ANIMAM  SUAM* 

A  NI  MULA  \-agula,  bkndula, 
■^^■Hofpes,  comefque  corporis, 
Qux  nunc  ablbis  in  loca, 
Pallldula,  rigida,  nudula  ? 
Nee,  ut  folcs,  dabis  joca. 

BY    MONSIEUR    FONTENELLE. 

MA  petite  ame,  ma  mignonnc, 

Tu  t'en  vas  done,  ma  filk,  &  Di'eu  faclie  011  tu  VSBI 

Tu  pars  feulette,  nue,  &  tremblotante,  hclas  ! 

Que  devicndra  ton  humeur  folichonne  ! 

Que  deviendront  tant  de  jolis  cbats  ? 

IMITATED. 

POOR,  littk,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 

Muft  we  no  longer  live  together  ? 
And  doll  thou  prune  thy  trembling  "wlug. 

To  take  thy  flight  thou  kno\v'{l  not  whither  ? 
Thy  humourous  vein,  thy  plealing  folly. 

Lies  all  neglected,  all  forgot : 
And,  penfive,  wavering,  melancholy. 

Thou  dread'ft  and  hop'll  thou  know'il  not  what, 

A  PAS- 
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A  PASSAGE   IN   THE   MORI^   ENCOMIUM 
OF   ERASMUS   IMITATED. 

T  N  awful  pomp,  and  melancholy  Rate, 
■^   See  fettled  Reafon  on  the  judgment  feat : 
Around  her  crowd  Diftruft,  and  Doubt,  and  Fear,. 
And  thoughtful  Forefight,  and  tormenting  Care  : 
Far  from  the  throne,  the  trembling  Pleafures  Hand, 
Chain'd  up,  or  exil'd  by  her  Hern  command. 
Wretched  her  fubjefts,  gloomy  fits  the  queen  j- 
Till  happy  Chance  reverts  the  cruel  fcene  ; 
And  apifh  Folly,  with  her  wild  refort 
Of  wit  and  jeft,  dlfturbs  the  folemn  court. 

See  the  fantaftic  minftrelfy  advance, 
To  breathe  the  fong,  and  animate  the  dance.- 
Blell  the  ufurper  !  happy  the  furprife  ! 
Her  mimic- pollures  catch  our  eager  eyes ; 
Her  jingling  bells  affeft  our  captive  ear ; 
And  in  the  fights  we  fee,  and  founds  we  hear, 
Againft  our  judgment,  fhe  our  fenfe  employs; 
The  laws  of  troubled  Reafon  fhe  deftroys, 
And  in  their  place  rejoices  to  indite 
Wild  fchemes  of  mirth,  and  plans  of  loofe  delight.. 


TO 
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T    O 

DR.      SHERLOCK, 

ON      HIS 

PRACTICAL  DISCOURSE  CONCERNING  DEATH. 

Tj^ORGIVE  the  Mufe,  who,  in  unhallow'd  drains,' 

The  Saint  one  moment  from  his  God  detains : 
For  furc,'  whatever  you  do,  where-e'er  you  are, 
'TIs  all  but  one  good  work,  one  conftant  prayer : 
Forgive  her ;  and  intrcat  that  God,  to  whom 
Thy  favour'd  vows  with  kind  acceptance  come. 
To  raife  her  notes  to  that  fublime  degree. 
Which  fuits  a  fong  of  piety  and  thee. 

Wondrous  good  man  !  whofe  labours  may  repel 
The  force  of  fin,  may  flop  the  rage  of  hell ;: 
Thou,  like  the  Baptift,  from  thy  God  waft,  fent. 
The  crj'ing  voice,  to  bid  the  world  repent. 

The  Youth  fhali  ftudy,  and  no  more  engage 
Their  flattering  wifhes  for  uncertain  age  ; 
No  more,  with  fruitlefs  care  and  cheated  ft.rife. 
Chafe  fleeting  pleafure  dirough  this  maze  of  life  ; 
Finding  the  wretched  all  they  here  can  have. 
But  prefrnt  food,  and  but  a  future  grave  : 
Each,  great  as  Philip's  victor  fon,  fliall  view 
This  abjecl  world,  and,  weeping,  aflc  a  new. 
Decrepit  Age  (hall  read  thee,  and  confefs 
Thy  labours  can  afTuage,  where  medicines  ceafe  ; 
Shall  blefs  tliy  words,  their  wounded  foul's  relief. 
The  drops  that  fue^ten  their  laft  dregs  of  life  : 

Vol.  XXXIL  U  ShaU 
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Shall  loolv  to  Keaven,  and  laugh  at  all  beneath  ; 
Own  riches  gather'd,  trouble  ;  fame,  a  breath  ; 
And  Life  an  ill,  whofe  only  cure  is  Death. 

Thy  even  thoughts  with  fo  much  plainnefs  flow. 
Their  fenfe  untutor'd  Infancy  may  know  : 
Yet  to  fuch  height  is  all  that  plainnefs  wrought. 
Wit  may  admire,  and  letter'd  pride  be  taught. 
Eafy  in  words  thy  ftyle,  in  fenfe  fublime, 

On  its  bled  fteps  each  age  and  fex  may  rift ; 
*Tis  like  the  ladder  in  the  Patriarch's  dream. 

Its  foot  on  earth,  its  height  above  the  (Icies : 
Diffus'd  its  virtue,  boundlefs  is  its  power  ; 
'Tis  public  health,  and  univerfal  cure  : 
Of  heavenly  manna  'tis  a  fecond  feaft  ; 
A  nation's  food,  and  all  to  every  tafte. 

To  its  laft  height  mad  Britain's  guilt  was  rear'd  ; 
And  various  death  for  various  crimes  flie  fear'd. 
With  your  kind  work  her  drooping  hopes  revive  ; 
You  bid  her  read,  repent,  adore,  and  live  : 
You  wreft  the  bolt  from  Heaven's  avenging  hand ; 
Stop  ready  death,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 

O  1  fave  us  ftill :  ftill  blefs  us  with  thy  ftay  : 
O  !  want  thy  heaven,  till  we  have  learnt  the  way  ; 
Rcfufe  to  leave  thy  deftin'd  charge  too  foon  ; 
And,  for  the  church's  good,  defer  thy  own. 
O  !  live  ;  and  let  thy  works  urge  our  belief; 
Live  to  explain  thy  dodlrine  by  thy  life  ; 
Till  future  Infancy,  baptiz'd  by  thee, 
Grow  ripe  in  years,  and  old  in  piety  ; 
Till  Chriliians,  yet  unborn,  be  taught  to  die. 

Then, 
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Then,  in  full  age  and  hoar)'  holinefs, 
Retire,  great  teacher  !  to  thy  promis'd  bhfs  : 
Untoiich'd  thy  tomb,  uninjur'd  be  thy  duft, 
As  tliy  own  fame  among  the  future  juft  ; 
Till  in  lail  founds  the  dreadful  trumpet  fpeaks  ; 
Till  judgment  calls,  and  quicken'd  Nature  wakes; 
Till,  through  the  utmoft  earth,  and  deeped  fea, 
Our  fcattei-'d  atoms  find  their  deftin'd  way, 
In  hafle  to' clothe  their  kindred  fouls  again, 
Perfeft  our  (late,  and  build  immortal  man  : 
Then  fcarlcfs  thou,  who  well  faftain'dft:  the  fight, 
To  paths  of  joy,  or  trails  of  endlefs  light, 
Lead  up  all  thofe  who  heard  thee,  and  believ'd  ; 
*Midll  thy  own  flock,  great 
And  glad  all  heaven  with  mil 
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1  thee,  and  believ'd  ;        t 

rtiepherd  !  be  receiv'd  ;  > 

illions  thou  haft  fav'd.    J 


CARMEN      S    E    C   U   L   A    R    E, 

FOR      THE      YEAR       I  7OO. 

TO        THE        K     I      N     6. 

*'  Afpicc,  venture  Istentur  ut  omnia  f^c'lo  : 
"  O  nnhi  tain  long;^  mancat  pars  ultima  vit?e, 
"  Spintus,  &  quantum  fat  erit  tua  dicere  fa£ta  !" 

V  I  R  G.  Eclosr.  iv. 


n^H  Y  elder  look,  great  Janus,  caft 
"^     Into  the  long  records  of  ages  paft  : 
Review  the  years  in  faireft  aftion  drefl 
With  noted  white,  fuperior  to  the  reft  ; 

U  2  iErat 
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JEras  deriv'd,  and  chronicles  begun. 

From  empires  founded,  and  from  battles  won  ; 

Shew  all  the  fpoils  by  valiant  kings  atchiev'd. 

And  groaning  nations  by  their  arms  reliev'd  ; 

The  wounds  of  patriots  in  their  country's  caufe. 

And  happy  power  fuftain'd  by  wholefome  laws  j 

In  comely  rank  call  every  merit  forth. 

Imprint  on  every  a£l  its  ftandard-woilh  ; 

The  glorious  parallels  then  downward  bring 

To  modern  wonders,  and  to  Britain's  king  ; 

With  equal  juftice,  and  hiftoric  care. 

Their  laws,  their  toils,  their  arms,  with  his  compare  5 

Confefs  the  various  attributes  of  fame 

Collefted  and  complete  in  William's  name  ; 

To  all  the  liilening  world  relate 
(  As  thou  doft  his  ftory  read) 

That  nothing  went  before  fo  great, 
And  nothing  greater  can  fucceed. 

II. 

Thy  native  Latium  was  thy  darling  care, 
Prudent  in  peace,  and  terrible  in  war : 
The  boldeft  virtues  that  have  govern'd  earth 
From  Latium's  fruitful  womb  derive  their  birth. 

Then  turn  to  her  fair-written  page  ; 
From  dawning  childhood  to  eftablifh'd  age 

The  glories  of  her  empire  trace  ;  "1  ■ 

Confront  the  heroes  of  thy  Roman  race  ;  > 

And  let  the  jufteft  palm  the  viaor's  temples  grace.    J 

III. 
The  fon  of  Mars  reduc'd  the  trembling  fwains, 
And  fpread  his  empire  o'er  the  diftant  plains : 
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But  yet  the  Sabins  violated  charms 
Obfcur'd  tlie  glor)'  of  his  rlCm^  arms. 
Numa  the  rights  of  ftricV  religion  knew  ; 
On  every  altar  laid  the  incenfc  due  ; 

UnlkUl'd  to  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Or  lead  the  forward  youth  to  noble  war. 
Stern  Brutus  was  with  too  much  horror  good. 
Holding  his  fafccs  ftain'd  with  filial  blood. 
Fabius  was  wile,  but  with  excefs  of  care 
;  fe  fav*d  his  country,  but  prolong'd  the  war. 
vVliile  Decius,  Paulus,  Curius,  greatly  fought, 

And  by  their  ftricl  examples  ta\ight 

How  wild  dcTires  fhould  be  controll'd. 
And  how  much  brighter  virtue  was  than  gold  ; 
^^hey  fcarce  their  fwelling  thirft  of  fame  could  inde  j 
And  boafted  poverty  with  too  much  pride. 
Lxcefs  in  youth  made  Scipio  lefs  rever'd  ; 
And  Cato,  dying,  feem'd  to  own  he  fear'd. 
Julius  with  honour  tam'd  Rome's  fureign  foes ; 
But  patriots  fell,  ere  tlie  dictator  rofe  : 
And,  while  with  clemency  Auguftus  relgn'd, 
The  monarch  was  ador'd  ;  the  city  chain'd. 

IV. 
With  jufteft  honour  be  their  merits  dreft  ; 

But  be  their  failings  too  confeft  : 

Their  virtue  like  their  Tyber's  flood 
Rolling,  its  courfe  defign'd  their  country's  good. 
But  oft'  the  torrent's  too  impetuous  fpeed 
From  tlie  low  earth  tore  fomc  polluting  weed  ; 

U  3  And 
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And  with  tlie  blood  of  Jove  there  always  ran 
Some  viler  part,  fome  tincture  of  the  man^ 

V. 

Few  virtues  after  thefe  fo  far  prevail, 

But  that  their  vices  more  than  turn  the  fcale  : 

Valour,  grown  wild  by  pride,  and  power  by  rage. 

Did  the  true  charms  of  majefty  impair  ; 
Rome  by  degrees,  advancing  more  in  age, 

Shew'd  fad  remains  of  what  had  once  been  fair  ; 
Till  Heaven  a  better  race  of  men  fupplies  : 
And  glory  fhoots  new  beams  from  weflern  fliles. 

VI. 

Turn  then  to  Pharamond  and  Charlemain, 
And  the  long  heroes  of  the  Gallic  ftrain  ; 
Experienc'd  chiefs,  for  hardy  prowefs  known. 
And  bloody  wreaths  in  venturous  battles  won. 
From  the  firfl  William,  our  great  Norman  king. 
The  bold  Plantagenets  and  Tudors  bring  ; 
Illuftrious  virtues,  who  by  turns  have  rofe 
In  foreign  fields  to  check  Britannia's  foes  ; 
With  happy  laws  her  empire  to  fuftain. 
And  with  full  power  afTert  her  ambient  main. 
But  fometimes,  too  induftrious  to  be  great. 
Nor  patient  to  expeft  the  turns  of  fate. 
They  open'd  camps,  deform'd  by  civil  fight, 
And  made  proud  conqueft  trample  over  right : 
Difparted  Britain  mourn'd  their  doubtful  fway, 
And  dreaded  both,  when  neither  would  obey. 

VII.  From 
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VII. 

From  Didier  and  imperial  Adolph  trace 
The  glorious  offspring  of  the  Naflau  race, 
Devoted  lives  to  public  liberty  ; 
The  chief  Hill  dying,  or  the  country  free. 
Then  fee  the  kindred  blood  of  Orange  flow. 
From  warlike  Cornet,  through  the  lines  of  Beau  ; 
Through  Chalon  next,  and  there  with  Xaffau  join. 
From  Rhone's  fair  banks  tranfplanted  to  the  Rhine. 
Bring  next  the  royal  lift  of  Stuarts  forth. 
Undaunted  minds,  that  rul'd  the  rugged  north  : 
Till  Heaven's  decrees  by  ripening  times  are  fhown  ;' 
Till  Scotland's  kings  afcend  the  Engliih  throne  ; 
And  the  fair  rivals  live  for  ever  one. 
VIII. 
Janus,  mighty  deity. 

Be  kind  ;  and,  as  thy  fearching  eye 

Does  our  modern  ftory  trace, 

Finding  fome  of  Stuart's  race 

Unhappy,  pafs  their  annals  by  : 
No  harih  rcfledion  let  remembrance  raife : 
Forbear  to  mention  what  thou  canfl  not  praife  : 
But,  as  thou  dwell'ft  upon  that  heavenly  name  *, 
To  grief  for  ever  facred,  as  to  fame. 
Oh  !  read  It  to  thyfclf ;  in  Cler.ce  weep ; 
And  thy  convulfive  forrows  inward  keep  : 
Left  Britain's  grief  Ihould  waken  at  the  found, 
And  blood  gufh  frefh  from  her  eternal  wound. 
*  Mary. 

U  4  IX.  "^Tilthe 
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IX. 

"Wliither  wouldfi.  thou  further  look  ? 
Read  William's  a£ls,  and  clofe  the  ample  book : 
Perufe  the  wonders  of  his  dawning  life  : 

How,  like  Alcides,  he  began  ; 
With  infant  patience  calm'd  feditious  ftrife, 

And  quell'd  the  fnakes  which  round  his  cradle  ran. 
X, 
Defcribe  his  youth,  attentive  to  alarms. 
By  dangers  form'd,  and  perfefted  in  arms : 
When  conquering,  mild  ;    when  conquer'd,  not  dif- 

grac'd  ; 
By  wrongs  not  lefTen'd,  nor  by  triumphs  rais'd  : 

Superior  to  the  blind  events 

Of  little  human  accidents  ; 

And  conftant  to  his  firft  decree, 
To  curb  the  proud,  to  fet  the  injur'd  free  ; 
To  bow  the  haughty  neck,  and  raife  the  fuppliant 
knee. 

XL 
His  opening  years  to  riper  manhood  bring  ; 
And  fee  the  hei'o  perfeft  in  the  king  : 
Imperious  arms  by  manly  reafon  fway'd. 
And  power  fupreme  by  free  confent  obey'd ; 
With  how  much  haft.e  his  mercy  meets  his  foes, 
And  how  unbounded  his  forgivenefs  flows  ; 
With  what  defire  he  makes  his  fubjefts  blefs'd. 
His  favours  granted  ere  his  throne  addrefs'd  : 
What  trophies  o'er  our  captiv'd  hearts  he  rears, 

By  arts  of 'peace  more  potent  than  by  wars ; 

How 
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How  o'er  himfelf  as  o'er  the  world  he  reigns. 
His  morals  ftrengthening  what  his  law  ordains. 

XII. 
Through  all  his  thread  of  life  already  fpun. 
Becoming  grace  and  proper  a£lion  run  : 
The  piece  by  Virtue's  equal  hand  is  wrought, 
Mixt  with  no  crime,  and  fiiaded  with  no  fault ; 

No  footfteps  of  the  viclor's  rage 
Left  in  the  camp  where  William  did  engager 

No  tincture  of  tUe  monarch's  pride 

Upon  the  royal  purple  fpy'd  : 

His  fame,  like  gold,  the  more  'tis  try'd, 
The  more  (hall  its  intrinfic  worth  proclaim ; 
Shall  pafs  the  combat  of  the  fearching  flame. 

And  triumph  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  heat. 

For  ever  coming  out  the  fame, 
And  lofing  nor  its  luftre  nor  its  weight. 

xiri. 

Janus,  be  to  William  juft  ; 
To  faithful  Hiftory  his  aftions  truft  : 

Command  her,  with  peculiar  care 
To  trace  each  toil,  and  comment  every  war  ; 

His  faving  wonders  bid  her  write 

In  charaftcrs  diftinftly  bright ; 
■  That  each  revolving  age  may  read 
The  Patriot's  piety,  the  Hero's  deed  : 
And  ftill  the  fire  Inculcate  to  his  fon 
Tranfmiflive  leflbns  of  the  king's  renown  ; 

That  William's  glory  ftill  may  live ; 

When  all  that  prefent  art  can  give. 

The 
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The  pillar'd  marble,  and  the  tablet  brafs, 

Mouldering,  drop  the  victor's  praife  : 

When  the  great  monuments  of  his  power 

Shall  now  be  vlfible  no  more  ; 
When  Sambre  (liall  have  chang'd  her  winding  flood  ; 

And  children  aflc,  where  Namur  ftood. 

XIV. 

Namur,  proud  city,  how  her  towers  were  arm'd ! 

How  fhe  contemn'd  th'  approaching  foe  ! 
Till  fhe  by  William's  trumpets  wai  alarm'd, 
And  {hook,  and  funk,  and  fell  beneath  his  blow. 

Jove  and  Pallas,  mighty  powers. 
Guided  the  hero  to  the  hoftile  towers. 

Perfeus  feem'd  lefs  fvvift  in  war. 

When,  wing'd  with  fpeed,  he  flew  through  air. 

Embattled  nations  ftrive  in  vain 

The  Hero's  glory  to  reflirain  : 
Streams  arm'd  with  rocks,  and  mountains  red  with  fire. 

In  vain  againft  his  force  confpire. 
Behold  him  from  the  dreadful  height  appear ! 
And  lo  !   Britannia's  lions  waving  there. 
XV. 

Europe  freed,  and  France  repell'd. 

The  Hero  from  the  height  beheld  : 
He  fpake  the  word,  that  war  and  rage  fliould  ceafe  ; 
He  bid  the  Maefe  and  Rhine  in  fafety  flow ; 

And  dilated  a  lafting  peace 

To  the  rejoicing  world  below. 
To  refcued  Ilates,  and  vindicated  crowns, 
His  equal  hand  prefcrib'd  their  ancient  bounds ; 

Ordain'd, 
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Ordain'd,  whom  every  province  fliould  obey  ; 
How  far  each  monarch  fhould  extend  his  fway  ; 
Taught  them  how  clemency  made  power  revcr'd. 
And  that  the  prince  bclov'd  was  truly  fear'd. 
Firm  by  his  fide  unfpottcd  honour  Hood, 
Pleas'd  to  confcfs  him  not  fo  great  as  good  : 
His  head  with  brighter  beams  fair  Virtue  deck'd. 
Than  thofe  which  all  his  numerous  crowns  refle£l  ; 
Eftablifli'd  Freedom  clapp'd  her  joyful  wings  ; 
Proclaim'd  the  firil  of  men,  and  bed  of  kings. 
XVI. 

Whither  woiJd  the  Mufe  afpire 

With  Pindar's  rage,  without  his  fire  ? 

Pardon  me,  Janus,  'twas  a  fault, 

Created  by  too  great  a  thought : 

Mindlefs  of  the  God  and  day, 

I  from  thy  altars,  Janus,  ftray. 
From  thee,  and  from  myfelf,  borne  far  away. 

The  fiery  Pegafus  difdains 
To  mind  the  rider's  voice,  or  hear  the  reins  : 
When  glorious  fields  and  opening  camps  he  views, 

He  runs  with  an  unbounded  loofe  : 
Hardly  the  Miife  can  fit  the  headflrong  horfe  ; 
Nor  would  fhe,  if  fhe  could,  check  his  impetuous  force  5 
With  the  glad  noife  the  diffs  and  vallies  ring, 
While  fhe  through  earth  and  air  purfues  the  king. 

XVII. 
She  now  beholds  him  on  the  Belgic  fliore, 
WhiHl  Britain's  tears  his  ready  help  implore  ; 

2  Dillemblin^ 
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Diffembling  for  her  fake  his  rifing  cares, 

And  with  wife  filence  pondering  vengeful  wars. 

She  through  the  raging  ocean  now 
Views  him  advancing  his  aufpicious  prow  ; 
Combating  adverfe  winds  and  winter  feas. 
Sighing  the  moments  that  defer  our  eafe  : 
Daring  to  weild  the  fceptre's  dangerous  weight. 
And  taking  the  command,  to  fave  the  ftate  ; 
Though,  ere  the  doubtful  gift  can  be  fecur'd. 
New  wars  mull  be  fuftain'd,  new  wounds  endur'd. 

XVIII. 
Through  rough  lerne's  camps  fhe  founds  alarms, 
And  kingdoms  yet  to  be  redeem'd  by  arms  ; 
In  the  dank  marfhes  finds  her  glorious  theme. 
And  plunges  after  him  through  Boyne's  fierce  flream. 
She  bids  the  Nereids  run  with  trembling  liafte, 
To  tell  old  Ocean  how  the  Hero  paft. 
The  God  rebukes  their  fear,  and  owns  the  praife 
Worthy  that  arm,  whofe  empire  he  obeys. 

XIX. 
Back  to  hh  Albion  fhe  delights  to  bring 
The  humblefl  viftor,  and  the  kindeft  king. 
Albion  with  open  triumph  would  receive 

Her  hero,  nor  obtains  his  leave  : 
Firm  he  rejects  the  altars  (he  would  raife  ; 
And  thanks  the  zeal,  while  he  declines  the  praife. 
Again  fhe  follows  him  through  Belgia's  land. 
And  countries  often  fav'd  by  William's  hand ; 
Hears  joyful  nations  blefs  thofe  happy  toils. 
Which  freed  the  people,  but  returned  the  fpoils. 

In 
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In  various  views  fhe  tries  her  conftant  theme  ; 
Finds  him  in  councils,  and  in  arms  the  fame  ; 
When  certain  to  o'ercome,  inclin'd  to  fave. 
Tardy  to  vengeance,  and  with  mercy  brave. 

XX. 
Sudden  another  fcene  employs  her  fight ; 
She  fets  her  Hero  in  another  light ; 
Paints  his  great  mind  fuperior  to  fuccefs. 
Declining  conqueft,  to  ellablifh  peace  : 
She  "brings  Aftrea  down  to  earth  again  ; 
And  Quiet,  brooding  o'er  his  future  reign, 

XXI. 
Then  with  unwcary  wing  the  Goddefs  foars 
Eaft,  over  Danube  and  Propontis'  (hores ; 
Where  jarring  empires,  ready  to  engage. 
Retard  their  armies,  and  fufpend  their  rage  ; 
Till  William's  word,  like  that  of  Fate,  declares. 
If  they  fhall  ftudy  peace,  or  lengthen  wars. 
How  facred  his  renown  for  equal  laws, 
To  whom  the  world  defers  its  common  caufe  ! 
How  fair  his  friendfhips,  and  his  leagues  how  juft, 
Whom  every  nation  courts,  Avhom  all  religions  trud  ! 

XXII. 
From  the  Maeotis  to  the  Northern  fea, 

The  Goddefs  wings  her  defperate  way  ; 
Sees  the  young  Mufcovite,  the  mighty  head, 
Wliofe  fovereign  terror  forty  nations  dread, 
Inamour'd  with  a  greater  monarch's  praife. 
And  palling  half  the  earth  to  his  embrace : 

She 
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She  in  his  rule  beholds  his  Volga's  force, 
O'er  precipices  with  impetuous  fway 
Breaking,  and,  as  he  rolls  his  rapid  courfe. 
Drowning,  or  bearing  down,  whatever  meets  his  way. 
But  her  own  king  fhe  likens  to  his  Thames, 
With  gentle  courfe  devolving  fruitful  ftreams  j 
Serene  yet  ftrong,  majeftic  yet  fedate, 
Swift  without  violence,  without  termor  great. 
Each  ardent  nymph  the  rifing  current  craves  ; 
Each  fhepherd's  prayer  retards  the  parting  waves ; 
The  vales  along  the  bank  their  fweets  difclofe  ; 
Frefli  flowers  for  ever  rife  ;  and  fruitful  harvell  grows. 

XXIII. 
Yet  whither  would  th'  adventurous  Goddefs  go  ? 
Sees  fhe  not  clouds,  and  earth,  and  main,  below  ? 
Minds  (he  the  dangers  of  the  Lycian  coaft. 
And  fields,  where  mad  Bellerophon  was  loll  ? 

Or  is  her  towering  flight  reclaim'd 
By  feas  from  Icarus's  downfall  nam'd  ? 
Vain  is  the  call,  and  ufelefs  the  advice  : 
To  wife  perfuafion  deaf,  and  human  cries. 

Yet  upward  fhe  inceffant  flies  ; 
Refolv'd  to  reach  the  high  empyrean  fphere. 
And  tell  great  Jove,  flie  fings  his  image  here  ; 
To  afli  for  William  an  Olympic  crown. 
To  Chromius'  flirength,  and  Theron's  fpeed  unknown  : 
Till,  loft  in  tracklefs  fields  of  fhining  day, 

Unable  to  difcern  the  way. 
Which  NafTau's  virtue  only  could  explore, 
Untouch'd,  unknown,  to  any  Mufe  before ; 

She, 
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She,  from  the  noble  precipices  thrown, 
Comes  i-ufliing  with  uncommon  ruin  down. 

Glorious  attempt !  unhappy  fate  ! 
The  fong  too  daring,  and  the  theme  too  great  1 

Yet  rather  thus  fhe  wills  to  die, 
Than  in  continued  annals  live,  to  fmg 
A  fecond  hero,  or  a  vulgar  king  ; 

And  with  ignoble  fafety  fly- 
In  fight  of  earth,  along  a  middle  fky. 

XXIV. 
To  Janus'  altars,  and  the  numerous  throng 

That  round  his  myftic  temple  prefs, 

For  William's  life  and  Albion's  peace, 
Ambitious  Mufe,  reduce  the  roving  fong. 

Janus,  caft  thy  forward  eye 
Future,  into  great  Rhea's  pregnant  womb  } 
Where  young  ideas  brooding  He, 
And  tender  images  of  things  to  come  : 

Till,  by  thy  high  commands  rcleas'd. 
Till,  by  thy  hand  in  proper  atoms  drefs'd. 
In  decent  order  they  advance  to  light  ; 
Yet  then  too  fwiftly  fleet  by  human  fight ; 
And  meditate  too  foon  their  everlafting  flight. 

XXV. 

Nor  beaks  of  fhips  in  naval  triumph  borne, 
Nor  ftandards  from  the  hoftile  ramparts  torn, 

Nor  trophies  brought  from  battles  won, 
Nor  oaken  wreath,  nor  mural  crown. 
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Can  any  future  honours  give 

To  the  viftorious  monarch's  name  : 

The  plenitude  of  WilHam's  fame  •; 

Can  no  accumulated  ftores  receive. 
Shut  then,  aufpicious  God,  thy  facred  gate. 
And  make  us  happy,  as  our  king  is  great. 

Be  kind,  and  with  a  miWer  hand 
Clofing  the  volume  of  the  finifii'd  age 

(Tliough  noble,  'twas  an  iron  page), 

A  more  delightful  leaf  expand, 
Free  from  alarms,  and  fierce  Bellona's  rage  r 
Bid  the  great  months  begin  their  joyful  round,- 
By  Flora  fome,  and  fome  by  Ceres  crown'd : 
Teach  the  glad  hours  to  fcatter,  as  they  fly. 
Soft  quiet,  gentle  love,  and  endlefs  joy  ; 
Lead  forth  the  years  for  peace  and  plenty  fam'd. 
From  Saturn's  rule  and  better  metal  nam'd. 

XXVL 
Secure  by  William's  care  let  Britain  {land  ; 

Nor  dread  the  bold  invader's  hand  : 
From  adverf^e  (hores  in  fafety  let  her  hear  T 

Foreign  calamity,  and  diftant  war  ;  > 

Qf  which  let  her,  great  Heaven,  no  portion  bear  !     J 
Betwixt  the  nations  let  her  hold  her  fcale. 
And,  as  (he  wills,  let  either  part  prevail : 
Let  her  glad  vallles  fmile  with  wavy  corn ; 
Let  fleecy  flocks  her  rifing  hills  adorn  ; 
Around  her  coafl:  let  flrong  defence  be  fpread  j   . 
Let  fair  abundance  on  her  breaft  be  flied  ; 
A^nd  heavenly  fweets  bloom  round  the  Goddefs'  head 

XXVIL  Where 
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XXVIL 

"\Vherc  the  white  towers  and  ancient  roefs  dld-ftand, 
Rennains  of  Wolfey's  or  great  Henry's  hand. 
To  age  now  yielding,  or  devour'd  by  flame, 
Let  a  young  phccnix  raife  her  towering  head  ; 
Her  wings  with  lengthen'd  honour  let  her  fpread  ;. 
-  And  by  her  greatnefs  (hew  licr  builder's  fame  : 
Augull  and  open  as  the  hero's  mind. 

Be  her  /rapacious  courts  defign'd  : 

Let  ever)'  facred  pillar  bear 
Trophies  of  arms,  and  monuments  of  war. 
The  king  fhaTl  there  in  Parian  marble  breathe^ 
His  fhoiilder  bleeding  frefh  :  and  at  his  feet 

Difarm'd  fhall  lie  the  threatening  death 
(For  fd  was  faving  Jove's  decree  complete). 
Behind,  that  angel  fliall  be  plac'd,  whofe  (hicld 

Sav'd  Europe,  in  the  blow  repell'd  : 
On  the  firm  bafis,  from  his  oozy  bed> 

Boyne'fhall  raife  his  laurel'd  head  ; 

And  his  immortid  flream  be  known, 
Artfully  waving  through  the  wounded  Hone.. 

XXVIIL 

And  thou,  imperial  Windfor,  ftand  enlarg'd. 
With  ajl  the  monarch's  trophies  charg'd  : 
Thou,  the  fair  heaven,  that  doll  the  ftars  inclofe. 
Which  William's  bofom  wears,  or  hand  beftows 
On  the  great  champions  v*  i:o  fupport  his  throne,. 
And  virtues  nearefl  to  his  own.. 
Vol.  XXXI L         X  XXIX.  Ronnd 
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XXIX. 
Round  Ormond's  knee,  thou  ty'ft  the  myftic  ftring. 
That  makes  the  knight  companion  to  the  king. 
From  glorious  camps  return'd,  and  foreign  fields, 
Bowing  before  thy  fainted  warrior's  fhrine, 
Faft  by  his  great  forefather's  coats,  and  ihields 
Blazon'd  from  Bohun's  or  from  Butler's  line, 
He  hangs  his  arms  ;  nor  fears  thofe  arms  fhould  fhine 
With  an  unequal  ray  ;  or  that  his  deed 

With  paler  glory  fhould  recede, 
Eclips'd  by  theirs,  or  lefTen'd  by  the  fame 
Ev'n  of  his  own  maternal  NafTau's  name. 

XXX. 
Thou  fmiling  feefl  great  Dorfet's  worth  confeft. 
The  ray  diftinguifhing  the  patriot's  breaft  ; 
Born  to  protect  and  love,  to  help  and  pleafe  ; 
Sovereign  of  wit,  and  ornament  of  peace. 
O  !  long  as  breath  informs  this  fleeting  frame, 
Ne'er  let  me  pals  in  filence  Dorfet's  name  ; 
Ne'er  ceafe  to  mention  the  continued  debt, 
Which  the  great  patron  only  would  forget. 
And  duty,  long  as  life,  mull  llndy  to  acquit, 

XXXI. 
Renown'd  in  thy  records  Ihall  Ca'ndifli  ftand, 
Afferting  legal  power  and  juft  command  : 
To  the  great  houfe  thy  favour  fhall  be  fliown, 
The  father's  ftar  tranfmiffive  to  the  fon. 
From  thee  the  Talbot's  and  the  Seymour's  race 
Inform'd,  their  fire's  immortal  fteps  fhall  trace. 

2  Happy. 
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Happy,  may  their  fons  receive 
The  bright  reward,  which  thou  alone  canft  give  ! 

XXXI  I. 
And  if  a  God  thefe  lucky  numbers  guide ; 
If  fure  ApoUo  o'er  the  verfe  prefide  ; 
Jerfey,  belov'd  by  all  (for  all  muft  feel 
The  influence  of  a  form  and  mind, 
Wliere  comeh'  grace  and  conftant  virtue  dweH, 
Like  mingled  ftreams,  more  forcible  when  join'd)— 
Jerfey  (hall  at  thy  altars  ftand  ; 
Sliall  there  receive  the  azure  band, 
That  fairoft  mark  of  favour  and  of  fame. 
Familiar  to  the  ViUiers'  name. 
XXXIII. 
Science  to  raife,  and  knowled;je  to  enlarge. 

Be  our  great  maftcr's  future  charge  ; 
To  write  his  own  memoirs,  and  leave  his  heirs 
;:'gh  fchemes  of  government,  and  plans  of  •n'ar3; 
'y  fair  rewards  our  noble  youth  to  raife 
Vo  emulous  merit,  and  to  thirft  of  praife ; 
:  o  lead  them  out  from  eafe  ere  opening  dawn 
"iirough  the  thick  forcil  and  the  diitant  lawn, 
•  here  the  fleet  (lag  employs  their  ardent  care, 
Wid  chaces  give  them  images  of  war; 
.  o  teach  them  vigilance  by  falfe  alarms, 
I      Inure  tltem  in  feign'd  camps  to  real  arms ; 
Praclife  them  now  to  curb  the  turning  fleed, 
Mocking  the  foe ;   now  to  liis  rapid  fpeed 
To  give  the  rein,  and  in  the  full  career 
To  draw  the  certain  fword,  or  fend  the  pointed  fpear. 
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XXXIV. 

Let  him  unite  his  fubjefts  hearts. 
Planting  focieties  for  peaceful  arts  ; 
Some  that  in  nature  fhall  true  knowledge  found. 
And  by  experiment  make  precept  found  ; 
Some  that  to  morals  fliall  recal  the  age. 
And  purge  from  vicious  drofs  the  finking  ftage  ; 
Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  fhall  teach. 
And  to  juft  idioms  fix  our  doubtful  fpeech  ; 
Tliat  from  our  writers  diftant  realms  may  know 

The  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe  ; 
And  fchools  profefs  our  tongue  through  every  land. 
That  has  invoked  his  aid,  or  blefl  his  haad. 

XXXV. 
Let  his  high  power  the  drooping  Mufes  rear ; 
Tiie  Mufes  only  can  reward  his  care  : 
'^Tis  they  that  guard  the  great  Atrides'  fpoils  j 
*Tis  they  that  ftill  renew  Ulyffes'  toils  ; 
To  them  by  fmiling  Jove  'twas  given  to  fave 
Diflinguifh'd  patriots  from  the  common  grave  j 
To  them,  great  William's  glory  to  recal. 
When  ilatues  moulder,  and  when  arches  fall* 
Nor  let  the  Mufes,  with  ungrateful  pride, 

The  fources  of  their  treafure  hide  : 
The  hero's  virtue  does  the  firing  infpire. 
When  with  big  joy  they  flrike  the  living  lyre. 

On  William's  fame  their  fate  depends  ; 
With  him  the  fong  begins  j  with  him  it  ends. 

From 
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From  the  bright  effluence  of  his  deed 

They  borrow  that  refleAed  light, 

With  which  the  lafting  lamp  they  feed, 
Whofe  beams  difptl  the  damps  of  envious  night. 

XXXVI. 
Through  various  ch'mes,  and  to  each  diilant  pole, 
In  happy  tides  let  active  commerce  roUc 
Let  Britain's  fhips  export  an  annual  fleece, 
Richer  than  Argos  brought  to  ancient  Greece  ^ 
Returning  loaden  with  the  Ihining  (lores, 
Which  lie  profufe  on  either  India's  (hores. 
As  our  high  veflels  pafs  their  watery  way. 
Let  all  the  naval  world  due  homage  pay : 
With  haily  reverence  their  top-honours  lower, 

Confcfllng  the  afTerted  power, 
To  whom  by  Fate  'twas  given,  with  happy  fway. 
To  calm  the  earth,  and  vindicate  the  fea. 

XXXVII. 
Our  prayers  are  heard  ;  our  mailer's  ficcts  Ihall  go 
As  far  as  winds  can  bear,  01  waters  flow. 
New  lands  to  make,  new  Indias  to  explore. 
In  worlds  unknown  to  plant  Britannia's  power ; 
Nations  yet  wild  by  precept  to  reclaim, 
And  teach -them  anns  and  arts  in  William's  name. 

XXXVIIL 
With  humble  joy,  and  with  refpedful  fear. 
The  liftening  people  fliall  his  ftory  hear. 
Tile  wounds  he  bore,  the  dangers  he  fuftain'd. 
How  far  he  conquer'd,  and  how  well  he  reign 'd ; 

X  3  SbaU 
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Shall  own  his  mercy  equal  to  his  fame, 
And  form  their  children's  accents  to  his  name, 
Inquiring  how,  and  when,  from  Heaven  he  came. 
Their  regal  tyrants  fhall  with  blufhes  hide 
Their  little  lufts  of  arbitrary  pride. 

Nor  bear  to  fee  their  vafTals  ty'd  ; 
When  William's  virtues  raife  their  opening  thought, 
His  forty  years  for  public  freedom  fought, 

Europe  by  his  hand  fuftain'd,  "j 

His  conqueft  by  his  piety  reftrain'd,  > 

And  o'er  himfelf  the  laft  great  triumph  gain'd.         J 

XXXIX. 
No  longer  fiiall  their  wretched  zeal  adore  ^ 

Ideas  of  deftruftive  power,  t 

Spirits  that  hurt,  and  godheads  that  devour  :  J 

New  incenfe  they  fhall  bring,  new  altars  raife. 
And  fill  their  temples  with  a  flranger's  praife  ; 
When  the  great  father's  charafter  they  find 
Vifibly  ftampt  upon  the  hero's  mind ; 
And  own  a  prefent  Deity  confeft. 
In  valour  that  preferv'd,  and  power  that  bLeft. 

XL. 
Through  the  large  convex  of  the  azure  fl<y 
(For  thither  Nature  cafts  our  common  eye) 
Fierce  meteors  (hoot  their  arbitrary  light ; 
And  comets  march  with  lawlefs  horror  bright ; 
Thefe  hear  no  rule,  no  righteous  order  own ; 
Their  influence  dreaded  as  their  ways  unknown  ; 
Through  threaten'd  lands  they  wild  deftruftion  throw. 
Till  ardent  prayer  averts  the  public  woe. 

But 
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But  the  bright  orb  that  blefles  all  above, 

The  facred  fire,  the  real  fon  of  Jove, 

Rules  not  his  aftions  by  capricious  will ; 

Nor  by  ungovern'd  power  declines  to  ill : 

Fix'd  by  jaft  laws,  he  goes  for  ever  right : 

Man  knows  his  courfe,  and  thence  adores  his  light. 

XLI. 
O  Janus !    would  intreated  Fate  confpire 
To  grant  what  Britain's  wiflies  could  require  ; 
Above,  that  Sun  ihould  ceafe  his  way  to  go. 
Ere  William  ceafe  to  rule,  and  blcfb  below ; 

But  a  relentlefs  Deftiny 

Urges  all  that  e'er  was  bom  : 
Snatch'd  from  her  arms,  Britannia  once  muft.  mouro 
The  Demi-God  ;  the  earthly  half  muft  die. 
Yet  if  our  incenfe  can  your  wrath  remove ; 
If  human  prayers  avail  on  minds  above  ; 
Exert,  great  God !    thy  intereil  in  the  fl<y. 
Gain  each  kind  Power,  each  guardian  Deity  ; 

That,  conquer'd  by  the  public  vow, 
They  bear  the  difmal  mifchief  far  away  1 
O  !  long  as  utmoft  nature  may  allow, 

Let  them  retard  the  threatened  day  ! 
Still  be  our  mafter's  life  thy  happy  care  ; 
Still  let  his  bleflings  with  his  years  increafe  : 
To  his  laborious  youth,  confum'd  in  war, 
Add  lafting  age,  adorn'd  and  crown'd  with  peace  : 
Let  twifted  ohves  bind  thofe  laurels  fall, 

Whofe  verdure  muft  for  ever  laft ! 

X  4  XL  II.  Long 
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XLII. 
Long  let  tin's  growing  sera  blefs  his  fway ; 
And  let  our  fons  his  prefent  rule  obey : 
On  his  fare  virtue  long  let  earth  i"ely. 
And  late  let  the  imperial  eagle  fly, 
To  bear  the  Hero  through  his  father's  flcy. 
To  Leda's  twins,  or  he  whofe  glorious  fpeed 
On  foot  prevail'd,  or  he  who  tam'd  the  Tteed^ 
To  Hercules,  at  length  abfolv'd  by  fate 
Trom  earthly  toil,  and  above  envy  great ; 
To  Virgil's  theine,  bright  Cytherea's  fon, 
Sire  of  the  Latian  and  the  Britiih  throne.; 

To  all  the  radiant  names  above, 

'liever'd  by  men,  and  dear  to  Jove-; 

Late,  Jarius,  let  the  NafTau-ftar 
New-born,  in  rifing  majefty  appear, 

To  triumph  over  vanquilh'd  night. 

And  guide  the  profperous  mariner 
With  everlafting  beams  of  friendly  light. 

THE  REMEDY  WORSE  THAN  THE  DISEASE, 

SENT  for  Ratclifix- ;   was  fo  ill. 
That  other  Do6lors  gave  me  over^ 
He  felt  my  pulfe,  prefcrib'd  liis  pill, 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover. 

But,  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze, 

And  wine  had  warm'd  the  Politician, 
Cur'd  yefterday  of  my  difeafe, 

■J  dy'd  iall  night  of  my  Phyfician. 

C  0  N^ 


■  t     3^3     ] 

CONTENTS 

O    F 

PRIOR'S        POEMS. 


D 


'EDICATION  -  -  Pag.   125 

Preface  -  -  -  "  ^39 

■On  the  Marriage  of  George  Prince  of  Denmark 

and  the  Lady  Anne  -  -  -         J  43 

On  Exodus  lii.  14.  "  I  am  that  I  am,"  an  Ode     145 
Confiderations  on  Part  of  the  88th  Pfalm      -  149 

To  Dr.  Turner,  Bifhop  of  Ely,  who  had  recom- 
mended to  him  a  Tranflation  of  Prudentius         1 50 
A  Paiioral,  to  the  Bifhop  of  Ely         -  -  15 1 

To  the  Couritefs  of  Exeter,  playing  on  the  Lute   154 
On  a  Pifture  of  Seneca  dying  in  a  Bath,  by  Jor- 

dain,  at  Burleigh-Houfe  -  -         156 

An  Ode  ....        rbid. 

An  Epiftle  to  Fleetwood  Shephard,  Efq.       -         159 
Another  -  -  -  •■  161 

To   the   Countefs    of  Dorfct.     Written    in    her 

Milton.     By  Mr.  Bradbury  -  -  i6S 

To  the  Lady  Durfley,  on  the  fame  Subject  1 69 

To   my  Lord  Buckhurlt,    veiy  young,  playing 
with  a  Cat  -  -  -  -         1 70 

An 


314  CONTENTS     OF 

An  Ode  -  -  -        Page  lyi 

A  Song  .  -  ■  _        Jbid. 

The  Defpairing  Shepherd         -  -  -         172 

To  the  Honourable  Charles  Montague,  Efq.  i  y^ 

Latin  Verfes  on  Dr.  Shaw's  taking  a  Degree         177 
Tranflation  .  -  _  _        ibid. 

On  the  Taking  of  Namur         -  -  -  178 

Ode,  in  Imitation  of  Horace,  3  Od.  ii.  -        ibid. 

Hymn  to  the  Sun,  fet  by  Dr.  Purcell  -         188 

The  Lady's  Looking-glafs  -  -  -         192 

Love  and  Friendfliip  :  a  Paftoral.     By  Mrs.  Eli- 
zabeth Singer,  afterwards  Rowe        -  -  1 94 
To  the  Author  of  the  foregoing  Paftoral       -         196 
To  a  Lady,  fhe  refufmg  to  continue  a  Difpute 
with  me,  and  leaving  me  in  the  Argument :  an 
Ode             -             -              -           -           -  197 
Seeing  the   Duke   of  Ormond's  PiAure  at   Sir 

Godfrey  Kneller's  -  -  -         199 

Celia  to  Damon         .  -  -  -         200 

Prologue  fpoken  by  Lord  Buckhurft  in  Weft- 

minfter  School  -         -  -  -  204 

An  Ode  prefented  to  the  King,  on  his  Majefty's 
Arrival  In  Holland,  after  the  Queen's  Death, 
1695  -  -  ...         206 

In  Imitation  of  Anacreon  -  -         213 

Ode  fur  la  Prife  de  Namur  par  les  Armes  du  Roi, 

r  Annee  1 692,  par  Monfieiu-  Bolleau  Defpreaux  214 
An  Englifh  Ballad,  on  the  Taking  of  Namur  by 

the  King  of  Great  Britain,   1695  -         215 

An  Ode  -  .  -  -         228 

Prefented 


P  R  I  O  R'S     POEMS.  315 

Prefented  to  the  King  at  his  Airival  in  Holland, 

after  the  Difcovery  of  the  Confpiracy,  1696  P.  229 

The  Secretary,  1696             -             -             -  232 

To  Cloe  weeping          -          -           -             -  233 

To  Mr.  Howard.     An  Ode              -              -  234. 

Love  difarmed          -             -             -             "  235 

CIoc  hunting             -              -              -              *  237 

Cupid  and  Ganymede            -             -             -  238 

Cupid  miftaken             -           -           -             -  24 1 

Venus  miftaken             ...             -  ibid. 

A  Song             ...                  .  242 

The  Dove              ....  243 

A  Lover's  Anger          -           -           -              -  248 

Mercury  and  Cupid          -              -          -         -  249 

On  Beauty:   a  Riddle           -              -              -  25 1 

The  Queftion :  to  Lifetta          -          -           -  253 

Lifetta'i,  Reply                 ...  ibid. 

The  Garland             ....  254 

The    Lady    who    offers   her    Looking-glafs  to 

Venus               ....  256 

Cloe  Jealous         ...             .            -  Jbid, 
Anfwer  to  Cloe  Jealous,  in  the  fame  Style ;  the 

Author  Tick             -             -             -          -  258 

A  better  Anfwer                ...  259 

Pallas  and  Venus :  an  Epigram         -             -  260 

To  a  young  Gentleman  in  Love.     A  Tale  261 

An  Englifli  Padlock         -          -          -          -  264. 

Hans  Carvel             -             .             -             .  267 

A  Dutch  Proverb           -           -           -           -  272 

Paulo  Purganti  and  his  Wife       -                  -  ibid. 

The 


3i6  CONTENTS,    kc.  " 

The  Ladle  -  -  -  Page  278 

Written  at  Paris,  17CO,  in  the  Beginning  of 
Robe's  Geography  -  -  -         284 

Written  in  the  Beginning  of  Mezeray's  Hiilory 
of  France         -         -  -  -  -         285 

Written  in  the  Nouveaux  Interets  des  Princes  de 
I'Europe  -  -  -  -         286 

Adriani  Morientis  ad  Animam  fuam  -         287 

By  Monfieur  Fontenelle  -  -  -        ibid. 

Imitated  ...  -        ibid. 

A  Paflage  in  the  Moriae  Encomium  of  Erafmus 
imitated  -  -  -  -  288 

To  Dr.  Sherlock,  on  his  Pra6lical  Difcomfe  con- 
cerning Death  -  ...  -         289 

Carmen  Seculars,  for  the  Year  1700:  to  the 
King  -  -  -  -  -  291 

The  Remedy  worfe  than  the  Difeafe  -         312 


END   OF   VOLUME   XXXIL 


I 


I  ■  «  ^M       ^^  Ma  «^     ■■'''•••       V      V        >VW 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


